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Right Hovoclable Charles Farl of Diaſet a a6 
Middleſex, Lord Chamberlain of His Ma- 
jeſties Houſhold, and one of His Majelties 
moſt Honourable Privy-Gouncil, Oc: L 10K 


May it pleaſe your Lendflis, 
| His Play, when it was ACted, in the Chara- 
Cter of the Princek > of Jainvillez had a re- 
ſemblance of Marguerite .in the Maſlacre of 
— Paris, Siſter to Charles the Ninth, and Wife 
to ol the Fourth King of Navar : That faral Mar- 


riage which coſt the Blood of ſo many Thouſand Men, 
and the Lives of the beſt Commanders. What was bor- 
rowed in the Action.is left out in the Print, and quite 
obliterated in the minds of Men. But the Duke of 
Guſe, who was Notorious for a bolder Fault, has 
wreſfed two whole Scenes from the Original , which 
after the Vacation he-will. be forc.d to pay. I was,*I 
confeſs, through Indignation, forcd to limb my own 
gs ' which Time, the true Cure for all Maladies, and 
In juſtice has ſet together again, The Play colt me 
mack pains, the Story is tive, and I hope the Object 
will diſplay Treachery in its own Colours, But this 
Farce, Comedy, T ragedy or meer Play . was a Re- 
vefige *or the Refuſal of the other : ; for when they ex- 

A 2 pected 


pected the moſt poliſh'd Hero in 7 "OY 1 gave 'em- 
a Ruffian reeking from Whetftone's-Park. The fourth 
and fifth AEts of the Chances, where Don Fobn. is 
pulling down ; Marriage Alemode, where they.are'bare to 
the Waſte; the Libertine, and Byſom- -Wells, are but Co- 
pies of his Villany. He lays about him like the Gla- 
drator in the Park; they may walk by, and take no 
notice. . I beg your Lordſhip to excuſe this. account, 
for indeed 'tis all to introduce the Maſſacre of Parts to. 
your Fayour, and approve it to be play'd in its firſt. 
Figure, 


Tour Lordſbips 
Humble and Obedient Servant; 


NAT. L E E: 


This Song ſhould be inſerted in AG V. Scene IIL 
Wt all ye Nymphs, your Floods unbiad, 


or Strephon's now no more; 
Your Treſles ſpread before the Wind, 
And leave the hated Shore : 
See, ſee, upon the craggy Rocks, 
Each Goddeſs ſtrippd appears 
They beat their Breaſts, and rend their Locks, . 
And (well the Sea with Tears. 


IT. 

The God of Lowe that fatal hour, 
When this poor Youth was born, 

Had ſworn by Styx to ſhow his Power, 
He'd kill a Man eer Morn': 

For Strephox's Breaſt he arm'd his Dart, 
And watch'd him as he came ; 

He cry'd, and ſhot him through the Heart, . 
Thy Blood ſhall quench my Flame. 


III. 


On Stela's Lap he laid his Head, 
And Jooking in her Eyes, 
He cry'd, Remember when I'm dead, 


That I deſerve the Prize : 
Then down his Tears like Rivers ran, 
He figh'd, You Love, 'tis true ; 
You love perhaps a better Man, 
But Ah! he loves not you. 


CHORUS. 


\ \ [ HY ſhould all things bow to Love, , 
NY. Men below, and Gods above ? 


Why ſhould all things bow to Love ? 
Death and Fate more awful move, 
Death below, and Fate above, 
Death below, and Fate above. 
Mortals, Mortals, try your 5kgll, 
Seekeng Good, or ſhunning Il, 
Fate will be the burden fill, 

Will be the burden fall, 

Fate will be the burden ftill 

Fate will be the burden ſtill, 
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PROLOGUE. 


6 £ x 7 was the Glory of the foremoſt Age, 

When Truth and Love with Friendſhip did engage x 
When Man to Man cou'd walk with Arms entwin'd, 
And vent their Griefs in ſpaces of the Wind, = 
Expreſs their minds, and ſpeak their thoughts as clear, 

As Eaſtern Mornings op ning to the year. 

But ſince that Law and Treachery came in, 

And open Honeſty was made a Sin, 


.Men wait for Men as Dogs for. Foxes prey, 
* And Women wait the cloſing of the day. 


There's ſcarce a man that ventures to be good, 

For Truth by Knaves was never "215" 9g $ 

For there's the Curſe, when Vice o'er Vertue rules, 
That all.the World are Knaves or downright Fools. 
So they may make advantage of th Allay , 


They'll take the Droſs and through the Gold away. 


Women turn Ofurers with their own affright, 
And Want's the Hag that rides 'em all the night, 
The little Mob, the City Waſtcoateer, 
Will pinch the Back to make the Buttock bare, : 
And drain the laſt poor Guinea from her Dear. 
Thus Times are turr'd upon a private end, 
There's ſcarce a Man that's generons to his Friend. 
But there's a Monarch on a Throne ſublime, 
That makes Truth Law, and gives the Poets Rhime 
Be his the bus neſs of our little Fates, 
Our mean Contentions, and their high Debates, 
7 Sea and Land our moſt Imperial Lord, 

ith all the Praiſes Bleſt that Hearts afford, : 
With Lawrels Crowd, unconquer'd by the Sword : 
William the Sovereign of our whole Afﬀairs, 
Onr Guide in Peace, and Council in the Wars. 
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The Names of the ARors. 


R ince of Cleve Mr. Will:ams. 

Duke Nemours Mr. Bettexton. 
:Bellamore Mr. '* 
Jaques Mr. 4 

St. Andre Mr. Lee. 4 

Vidam of Chartres Mr. G:llo. : 

Poltrot Mr. Nokes. | 
Women. 

'Princeſs of Cleve 0 Mrs. Barry. 

Tournon | Mrs. Lee. 


Marguerite "AED | Lady Slimgsby. 
Elanor Mrs. Betterton. 
Celia Mrs. 

:rene Mrs, | Y 
La March Mrs. 


Scene Paris. 


Princeſs of Cleve. 
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Nemours, Bellamore, Fidales Playing. 


*Nem. Old there you Monſieur Devo; prithe leave off play- 
H ing fine in Conſort,and ſtick to Time and Tune---So 
now the Song, call in the Ennach 3 come my pretty 

Stallion, Hem and begin. - 


SONG. 


LL other Bleſſings are but Toyes 
To his that in his ſleep enjoyes, 
Who in his Fancy can poſſeſs 
The obje&# of his Happineſs 3 
The Pleaſure's purer for he ſpares 
| The Pains, Expenſes, and the Cares, 
Il 


Thi# when Adonis got the ſtone, 
To Love the Boy ſtill made his moar: 3 
Venus the Peer of Fancy came, 
And as he ſlept ſhe coo d his flame. 3 
The Fancy charm'd him as he lay, 
And Fancy brought the Stone away. 
/ New. 


__ The Princeſs of Cleve, 
_ New. Sirrah, ſtick to clean Pleaſures, deep Sleep, moderate 
Wine, fincere Whores,and thou art happy; Now by this damask 
Cheek I love thee ; keep but this gractous Form of thine in 
health, and 111 put thee in the way of hving like a man-----What 
I have truſted thee with---My Love to the Princeſs of Cleve, Trea- 
fure it as thy Lite.nor let the Vidam of Chartres know it; tor how- 
_ ever | ſeem to cheriſh him, becauſe he has the knack of tellng a 
Story maliciouſly, and is a great pretender to Nature, I caft him 
oft here---'Tis too much for him : Beſides he is her Uncle, and 
has a ſort of affected Honour, that wou'd make him grin to ſee 
me leap her----Hey Jaques---When Madam Tournon comes, bring 
her inz and heark you Sir, whoever comes to ſpeak with me, 
while ſhe 1s with me---- 

Jag. What if the Dauphin comes ? 

New. What it his Father comes, Dog--Slave--Fool! What if 
Paris were a fire,the Prefident and Council of ſixteen at the door! 
Fm fick, Pm not within---Pm- a hundred mile oft--.-My boſom 
Dear---So young, and yet I truſt thee too---But away, to the 
* Princeſs of Cleve, thou art acquainted with her Women, watch 
her Motions, my ſweet-facd Pimp, and bring me word of her 
riling. 

Bal She is a prize, my Lord, and.oh what a night of pleaſure 
has Cleve had with her--the ficſt too ! | 

Nem. Any thing but what makes ſuch a pleaſure, wou'd I give 
for ſuch another---But be gone, and no more of this provoking 
diſcourſe, leſt Raviſhing ſhowd toilow thee at the heels, and 
ſpoil my ſober deſign. Exeunt ſeverally, 

Enter Tournon, La March. 

Jag. Madam, my Lord was juſt now asking for you. 

Toxr. Go tell him I'm coming--ls he drels'd ? 

Jaq. Yes--But your Ladiſhip knows that's all one to him-- 

Tour. Honeſt Jaques, 'tis pity ſuch Honeſty ſhould not be en- 
courag'd--* 

ju This comes of Pimping, which ſhe calls Honeſty. Exit. Jag. 

Tour. Thus thou mayſt ſee the method of the Queen---We are 
the lucky Steves, where fond men truſt their Hearts, and fo ſhe 
fits 'em through us--- | 

La M. Whar of Nemours, whom you thus early viſit ? - 

. Our. 


The Princeſs of Cleve, - -- 
Tour. The Queen deſigns to rob him of a Miſtreſs, Marguerite 

the Princeſs, of fanvill, whom he keeps from the knowledge of 

the Court; and if the Queen be a Judge, is contracted to her--- 

The Dauphin loves her too, whereon the Queen, 

Who works the Conrt quite round by Womankind, 

And thinks this way to mould his ſupple Soul, 

Reſolves, 1 po#.ble, to gam her for him. 

La M. Ent how 1st poſlible to work the Princeſs from the 
Duke Nez2urs, who loves him as the Queen affe&ts Ambition. 

Tour. Why thus ſhe knows Newonrs his Soul is bent 
Upon varicty, therefore to gain her ends 
She has made me Sacrihce my Honour, nay 
I'm become his Bawd, and ply him ev'ry day 
With ſome new face, to wean his heart 
From Margzerite's Form, nor muſt you longer be 
Without your part, T | 

La M. Employ me,for you know the Queen commands me. 

Tour. There was a Letter dropt in the Tennis -Conrt 
Ont of Nemonrs his Pocket, as I'm told, 

And read laſt night in the preſence---'Tis your Task 

Slily to infinuate with Margnerite. 

This Note which came from ſome abandon d Miſtreſs, 

Is certainly the Dukes---- | 

La M. Then Jealouſfie's the ground onffyhich you build. 

Tour. Right, we muſt make 'em jealous of each other ; Jea- 
louſie breeds diſdain in haughty minds, and ſo from the extreams 
of violent Love, proceeds to fierceſt hate. But ſee 
the gay, the brick, the topping Gallant St. Andre | Erter St. A. 
here, Couzen to Poltrot, who arrived from England 
with a pretty Wite laſt week, and Lodgcs in the Palace of this 
his related Fool---St. Azdre has a Wife too of my 2cquaintance--- 
Both for the Duke my Dear; but haſte I'm call'd--| Zxi# La March. 

Jag. Madam--- Tour. 1 go. [Exit Tournon. 

St. A. Monſieur Jaques, your moſt obliged faithful humble Ser- 
vant. What,his Grace continues the old Trade 1 ſee, by the Flux 
of Bawds and Whores that choak up his Avenues, and I muſt 
confeſs, excepting my ſelf, there's no man ſo built for Whoring 
B 2 as 


& The Princeſs of Cleve. 
as his Grace, black ſanguine Brawny---a Roman Noſe---long Foot 
and a ſtift---calt of a Leg. 


7ag. Your Lordſhip has all theſe in Perfe&tion. 
Jt. A. Sir your moſt faithful obliged humble Servant. Boy--- 


B. My Lord--- St. A. How many Bottles laſt night ? 
B. Five my Lord. It. A. Boy. B. My Lord. 
St. 4. How many Whores? B. Six my Lord. 

St. 4. Boy--- 3. My Lord. 


St. A. What Quarrels, how many did I kill ? 

B. Not one my Lord--- But the night before you Hamſtrung a 
Beadle, and run a Link-man in the Back--- 

Sf. 4. What, and no Blood nor Blows laſt night? 

B. Oyes my Lord, now I remember me, you drew upon 
a Gentleman that knock'd you down with a Bottle. 

vt. A. Not ſo loud you Urchin, leſt I twiſt your neck round--- 
Monſieur Jaques is his Grace ſtirring ? 

Jag. My Lord, he's at Council--- 

St. 4. Cd I beg his Pardon, pray give my duty to him, and 
tell him, if he pleaſed to hear a languiſhing Air or two, I am at 
the Princeſs of Cleve's with a Serenade---Go Raskal, go to Mon- 
fieur Poltrot---tell him he'll be too late---Black airy ſhape---but 
then Madam Cleve is Vertuous, Chaſt, Cold---Gad Ill write to 
her, and then ſhe's minggdiredly, for tis but reaſon of courſe, 
that he that has been Y@akd to ſo many Dutcheſles, ſhould at 
laſt back a Princeſs: Sir, your moſt obliged faithful and very 
humble Servant Sir. [ Exennt. 


SCENE IL 


Nemonrs, Tournon; 


Tm. Ndone, undone! will your ſ{infat Grace never grveover, 

will you never leave Ruining of Bodies and Damning 
of Souls---con'd you imagine that I came for this ? What have you 
done ? | 

New. No harm, pretty Rogue, no harm, nay,prithee leave blub- 
bering. 

Tour. Tis blubbering now, plain blubbering, but before you 
had your will twas another tone; why Madam do you waſt 
thoſe 


T he Princeſs of Cleve. 5 
thoſe precions Tears, each falling drop ſhines like an Orient Pearl, 
and ſets a Gaity on a Face of Sorrow. 

New. Thou art certainly the pleaſanteſt of Womankind, and I 
the happieſt of Men 3 dear delightful Rogne, let's have another 
Main wo a winning Gameſter, I long to make it other hundred 
Found. 

Tour. Inconſiderate horrid Peer, will you Damn your Soul 
deeper and deeper, can you be thus inſenſible of your Crime? 

New. Why there's it, I was as a man may be, very dry, and 
thou kind Soul, gav'{t me-a good draught of Drink; now 'tis 
ſtrange to me, 1f a man muſt be Damn'd for quenching his thirſt. 

Tour. Ha, Ha---Well, Ill ſwear you are ſuch another man--- 
who wou'd have thought you cou'd delude a Woman thus, and 
a Woman of Honour too, that reſolv'd ſo much againſt itz Ah 
my Lord ! your Grace has a cunning Tongue. 

Nem. No cunning Tournon, my way 1s downright, leaving Body, 
State and Spirit, all for a pretty Woman, and when gray Hairs, 
Gout and Impotence come, no more but this, drink away pain, 
and be gathered to my Fathers. | 

Tour. Oh thou diſlembler, give me your: hand, this ſoft, this 
faithleſs violating hand, Heaven knows what this hand has to 
anſwer for. | 

New. And for this hand, with theſe long, white, round, pretty 
Bobbins, thas the kindeſt gripe, and I ſo love it, now Gad's 
Bleſſing on't, that's all I fay---But come tell me, what no new 
Game, for thou knoweſt I dye directly without variety. | 

Tour. Certainly never Woman lov'd like me, who am not fa- 
tisfied with ſacrificing my own Honour, unleſs I rob my delights 
by undoing others--- 

Nem. Come, come, out with it, I ſee thou art big with ſome 
new Intrigue, and it labours for a vent. 

Tour. What think you of St. Azadre's Lady ? 

New. That I'm in Bed with her.becauſe thou darſt befriend me. 
 _ Tour. Nay, there's more---Monſieur Poltrot lodges in his Houle, 

with a young Engliſh Wite of the true breed, and the prettier of 
the two. | HF 

Nem. Excellent Creature, but command me ſomething extra- 
vagant, as thy kindneſs, State, Lite and Honour. 2k 

or . 


6 The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Tour. Yet all this will beloſt when you are married to Margwerite. 
Nem. Never, by Heaven I'm thine, with all the heat and vi- 
gorous Inſpiration of an unfleſh'd Lover---and ſo will be while 
young Limbs and Lechery hold together, and thats a Bond me- 
thinks ſhou'd laſt til] Doomiday. 

Tour. But do you believe it Margzerite ſhou'd know--- 

New. The queſtion's too grave---when and where ſhall I ſee 
the Gems thou haſt in ſtore ? 

Tour. By Noon or thereabouts ; take a turn in Lynembarg Gar- 
den, and one, if not both, ſhall meet you. 

New. And thou'lt appear in Perſon ? 

Tour. With Colours flying, a Handkerchief held outs and yet 
methinks it goes againſt my Conſcience. 

New. Away, that ſerious look has made thee old : 

Conſcience and Conſideration in a young Woman too? 

It makes a Bawd of thee before thy time. 
Nay, now thou purt'{t me im Poetick Rapture, 
And I muſt quote Roxſard to puniſh thee : 
Call all your Wives to Counc1], and prepare 
To Tempt, Diſlemble, Flatter, Lye and Swear 3 
To make her mine, uſe all your utmoſt skill, 
Vertue!- An 1l|-bred croſneſs in the will 3 
Honour a Notion, Piety a Cheat, 

Prove but fucceſstul Bawds and you are great. 
Come, thou wilt meet me. 

Tour. "Tis reſolv'd I will, till which time, thou dear Man— 

Nem. Thou pretty Woman. Tarr. Thou very dear Man. 

New. Thou very pretty-Woman one Kifs. Tour. Hey Ho--- 

Nem. Now all the Gods go with thee--- 

Tour. A word my Lord, you are acquainted with theſe Fopsz 
ſet 'em in the modiſh way of abuling their Wives, they are turn- 
ing already, and that will certainly bring 'em about. 

Nem:Bellamore ſhall do't with leſs ſuſpicion:farewell--[ Exit Tour. 
Hey Jaques--- Emter Jaques with the Vidam. 

Jaq. Ha! my grave Lord of Chartres,welcome as Health,as Wine, 
and taking Whores---and tell me now thebugneſs of the Court. 

Vid. Hold it Nemours for ever at defiance, 
Fogs of ill humour, damps of Melancholy, 


Old 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Old Maids of fifty choak'd with eternal Vapours, 
Stuffit with fulſome Honour---dozing Vertue, 
And everlaſting dullneſs hask it round, 
Since he that was the Life, the Soul of Pleaſure, 
Count Roſidore, 1s dead. 

Nem. Then we may ſay 
Wit was and Satyr is a Carcaſs now. 
I thonght his laſt Debauch wou'd be his Death--- 
But 1s 1t certain 2? 

Vid. Yes I ſaw him duſt. 
I ſaw the mighty thing a nothing made, 
Huddled with Worms, and ſwept to that cold Den, 
Where Kings Iye crumbled juſt like other Men. 

Nem. Nay then lets Rave and Elegize together, 
Where Roſedore 1s now but common clay, 

Whom every wiſer Emmet bears away, | 
And lays him up againſt a Winters day. 

He was the Spirit of Wit---and had fuch an art in guilding his: 
. Failures, that it was hard not to love his Faults: He never ſpoke 
a Witty thing twice, tho to different Perſons.z his' inSbifiichi 
were catching, and his Genius was ſo Luxuriant, that he was 
torc'd to tame .it with a Hefitation in his Speech to keep it in 
view---But oh how awkard, how inlipid, how poor and wretch- 
edly dull isthe imitation of thoſe that have all the affeKtation of his 
Verſe and none of his Wit. Enter Jaques. 

Jaq. My Lord, Monſieur Poltrot deliresto kiſs your Grace's hand. 

New. Ler ; have him to drive away our Melancholy--- 

Vid. | wonder what pleaſure you can take in ſuch dull Dogs, 
Aſles, Fools. 

New. But this 1s a particular Fool Man, Fate's own Fool, and 
perhaps it will never hit the like again, he's ever the ſame thing, 
yet always pleaſing, ; in ſhort, he's a finiſh'd Fool, and has a fine 
Wife 3 add to this his late leaving the Court of France, and going 
to Eng land to learn breeding. Enter Poltrot. 22 


Pol. My Lord Duke,your Grace's moſt obedient humble Servant, 
My Lord of Chartres and Monſieur Jaques,yours Monſieur; St. Andre 
deſires your Grace's preſence at a Serenade of mine and his toge- 
ther---And I muſt tell your Grace by the way,be isa great Maſter, 
and the fondeſt thing of my Labours--- New. 


8 The Princeſs of Cleve. 

Nem. And the greateſt Oaf in the World. 

Pol. How my Lord-. - F 

Vid. The whole Court wonders you will keep him company. 

Nem. Such a paſſive Raskal, he had his Shins broke laſt night 
in the Preſence, and were 1t not fear'd you wou'd ſecond him, he 
wou'd be kick'd out of all Society. 

Pol. I Second him my Lord, I'll ſee him Damn'd &er Ill be 
Second to any Fool in Chriſtendom---For to tell your Grace the 
truth, IT keep him company and lye at his Houſe, becauſeI intend 
to lye with his Wife; a trick I learnt ſince I went into Erxglaxd, 
where o' my Conſcience Cuckoldom 1s the Deſtiny of above half 
the Nation. Nem. Indeed! 

Pol. O there's not ſuch another Drinking, Scowring, Roaring, 
Whoreing Nation in the World---And for little Lodo, to my 
knowledge, it a Bill were taken of the weekly Cuckolds, it won'd 
amount to mare than the Number of Chriſtnings and Burials put 
together. 

Vid. What, and were you acquainted with the Wits? _ 

Pol. O Lord Sir, Iliv'd in the City a whole year together, my 
Lord Mayor and I, and the Common-Council were ſworn Bro- 
thers---I cou'd ſing you twenty Catches and Drolls that I made 
for their Feaſt-days,but at preſent ll only hint you one or two-.- 

New:. Pray do us the Favour Sir. 

Pol. Why look you Sir, this is one of my chief ones, and [1 
aſſure your Grace, *twas much Sung at Court too. 

O to Bed to me--- to Bed to me---&C. 
* Nem. Excellent, incoraparable. 

- Pol. Why is it not my Lord? This is no Kickſhaw, there's ſab- 
ftance in the Air, and weight in the words; nay, Fll give your 
Grace a taſte of another, the Tune 1s, let me ſee---Ay, Ay--» 

| Give me the Laſs that 3s true Country bred--- 
Bat I'll preſent your Grace with ſome words of my own, that I 
made on my Wife before I married her, as ſhe fate ſinging one 
* day in a low Parlour and playing on the Virginals. 

New. For Heavens ſake oblige us dear pleaſant Creature--- 

Pol. Fl ſwear I'm fo tickliſh youll put me ont my Lord, for I 
am as vanton as any little Bartholomew Bore-Pig--- 

V;.. Dear ſoft delicate Rogue ſing. 


Pol. 


The Prmceſs of Cleve? __ 9 
Pol. Nay, I proteſt my Lord, 'I vow and ſear, but you'll 
make'me run to a Whore---Lord Sir, what do you mean? 
New. Come then begin--- Poltrot Sings. 


Hillis zs ſoft, Phillis zs plump, 
P And Beauty made up this delicate Iump : 
I ike a Roſe bud the looks, like a Lilly ſhe ſmells, 
And her Voice is a Note above ſweet Philomel's. 


Now a little Smutty my Lord is the faſhion--- 
| IL 


Her Breaſts are two-Hillocks where Hearts lye and pant, 
In the Herbage ſo ſoft, for a thing that they want 3 

But Mum w:f jus that, tho a notable Jeſt, 

For if I ſhou'd name it you'd call me a Beaſt. 


Eter St. Andre without his Hat-and Wig. | 

$4. 4. My Lord, the Serenade is juſt begun, and if you don't 
come juſt in the nick---I beg your Grace's Pardon for interrupting 
you---But if you have a nnd to hear the ſweeteſt Airs in the 
World--- Nem. With all my heart Sir--- 

- Pol. Nay, fince your Grace has put my hand in, IT ſing you 
my Lord, before you go, the ſofteſt thing---compos'd in the 
Nonage of my Muſe ; yet ſuch a one as our beſt Authors borrow 
from. Nay, I!l be judg'd by your Grace, if they do not ſteal 
their Dying from my Killing--- 

St. 4A. Nay prithee Poltrot thou art ſo impertinent. 

Pol. No more impertinent than your ſelf Sir, nor do-I doubt 
Sir, - but my Character ſhall. be drawn by the Poets for a Mawof 
Wit and Senſe Sir, as well as your felt Sjr--- 

V1d. Ay Ill be ſworn ſhall it--- 

Pol. For I know. how to Repartee with the beſt, to Rally my 
Wife, to kick her too if I pleaſe Sir, to make Similes as faſt as 
Hops Sir, tho I lay a dying {lap daſh Sir, quickly off and quickly 
on Sir, and as round as a Hoop Sir— 

Sr. A. I grant you Dear Bully all this, but let's have your Song 
. another time, becauſe mine are begun. 

Pol. Nay, look you Dear Rogue, mine 1s but a Prologue to 
your Play, and by your leave his Grace has a mmd to hear 1t,and 
he ſhall hear it Sir— Z C New. 


10 of , 
. Nem. Ay and. Gi hear 36Sit, So dhonGeme Tak Wert at 
St. Dennis's 7 es come along 'my 'Orphews, /and then Sir we'll E 
follow you to the: Prince of Cleve's— 

Ballad—\Vher Phcebus had fetch d, 8c. [Exennt Singing. 


SCENE 1. 
The Printe of Cleves 'Palace. Muck, 
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| 2 Room for Delight, the Landship of Love, 
Like a uy old Lawn 
With the Curtains \balf drawn, 
My Love and I lay, in the cool of the day, 
Till onr Joyes did remove. 
I1. = 
So fierce was our Fight, and ſo ſmart-ery ftnoak,, 
, That Love the little Gels me 
Was put to the Roxt 3 
His Bow was unbent, &ry "Arrow was ſpent, 
Ard bis Ouiver all broke. 


Erter Vidarn, Nemours. 
New. 1 have loſt my Letter, and by your Deſcription 
It muft be that which the Queen read-at:Courrt. 
- Btit are you ſure the Princeſs of Cleve has ſeentit? 
_ V/;d. Why are you ſo concern'd, does your wild Love 
Turn that way too—She 1s too Grave. 
New.. Too Grave, as if I con'd not laugh with this, and try 
with'that, and veer with-every guſtof Paſhon—Brit has :ſhefeenit ? 
Vid. She has the Letter, the Queen Dauphin ſentither. 
Nem. Then you muſt own it -on occafion, | and Whatever elſe I 
fhall/put upon your Perſon Vid. Why? 
New. Leſt it ſhou' d reach the Ears of Marguerite, 
For, Oh my Vidam! 'tis ſuch a rantingDevil, 
If ſhe believes this Letter mine, -when next 
We meet, beware my Locks and Eyes-—-No-motre, 


But this remember that, yow-own it. [Exit. 
EntesSt. Andre ad Poltrot. 
St: A. His Bow was nnbent, 8c. [ Smging with Poltrot. 
\Come, my Lord, we'll have all over agen, Emer - 


Ve Provſs of Cleve: 
_ Emer the Prince of Cleve. 

Vid. See, we have rais'd the Prince of Cleve : 

My Lord, good Morrow— i 

P.C. Good morrow my good Lord—Save you my dear Nemours! 

Pol. Give you Joy my Lord : What a little blew under theEyes, 
Ha, Ha— 

St. A. Give you Joy my Lord: Ha,my Lord, Ha.[ Holds ap 3 Fing. 

Pol. Ha, my Lord, Ha— [ Holding up five 7" ale 

P: C. You are merry Gentlemen—1 am not in the vein, 
Therefore, Dear Chartres, take theſe Fingers hence. 

St. 4. My Lord, youlook a little heavy, ſhall we Dance, Sing, 
Fence, take the Air, Ride— | 

Vid. Come away Sir, the Prince ts indiſpos'd. 

St. 4. Gad I remember now I talk of riding,at the Tournament 
of Mete, as I was riding the great Horſe--- 

Vid. Leave off your Lying, and come along. 

St. 4. With three puſhes of Pike, and fix hits of Sword, I 
wounded the Duke Revere, Dake of Mi/ain, Duke of Parma, 
Prince of Cleve— a5 | 

P. C. My Lord, I was not there--- - oh 

St. A. My Lord---I beg your Lordſhips pardon, I meant the 
Vidam of Chartres. . 

Vid. You Lye, I was then at Rome. 

St. A. My Lord-— 

Pol. Ha, Ha---Lord, Lord, how this World is given to Lying ! 
Ha---Come, come, you're damnably out, come away. 

St. A, My Lord, I beg your pardon, I ſee you are indiſpos'd, 
beſides the Queen oblig'd me this Morning to let "em chooſe 
Colours for my Complexion--- 

- Vid.Heark you,will you go or ſhallI--[ Pnllirg him off by the Noſe. 

St. 4. My Friend, my Lord you ſee, 1s a little Familiar, but I 
am ever your Highneſss moſt humble faithful obedient Servant. 


[ Exenmt. 
Manet P. Cleve. 


Fall of himſelf, the happy Man is gone 3 
Why wasnot | too caſt in ſuch a Monld ? 


To think like him, or not to,think at all. 
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i2 , The Princeſs of Cleve 
| Emter the Princeſs of Cleve. 
Had he a Bride like me, Earth wou'd not bear him : 
But Oh I wiſh that it might cover me!. 
Since Chartres cannot love me: Oh TI found it! 
Laſt night I found it in her cold Embraces ; 
Her Lips too cold---Cold as the Dew of Death : 
And ſtill wheneer I preſt her in my arms, 
I found my Boſom allafloat with Tears. 
Princeſs C. He weeps,O Heaven! my Lord--the Prince of Cleve. 
P. C. My Life, my Deareſt part ! 
Princeſs C. Why Sighs my Lord ? | 
What have I done Sir, thus to diſcompoſe you ? 
P.C. Nothing, Fae 
' Princeſs C. Ah Sir, there is a Grief within, 
And you wou'd hide it from me. 
P. C. Nothing my Chartres, nothing here but Love. 
Princeſs C. Alas, my Lord, you hide that Secret from me, 
Which I muſt know or think you never lov'd me. 
P.C. Ah Princeſs! that you lov d but half fo well! 
Princeſs C. IT have it then, you think me Criminal, 
And tax my Honour--- 
P. C. Oh forbid it Heaven--- 
But fince you preſs me Madam, let me ask you, 
Why when the Princeſs led you to the Altar, 
Why cak'd the Tears upon your Bloodleſs Face ? 
Why figh'd you when your hand was claſp'd with mine ? 
As if your Heart, your Heart refus'd to joyn. 
Princeſs C. Ah Sir-— Eq 
P. C. Behold, you're daſt'd with the remembrance ; 
Why when my Hopes were fierce, and Joys grew ſtrong, 
Why were you.carrrd like a Coarſe along ? 
When like a Victim by my {1de you lay, 
Why did you Gaſp, why did you Swoon away ? 
O ſpeak--- 
You have a Soul ſo open and ſo clear, 
That if there be a Fault it muſt appear, 
Princeſs C, Alas you are not $kill d in Beauties cares, 
For Oh! when once the god his Wrath'declares 3 
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And Stygian Oaths have wing'd the bloody Dart, | 
To make its paſſage thro the Virgins Heart : 
She hides her Wound, and haſting to the Grove, 
Scarce whiſp'ring to the Winds her conſcious Love. 
The touch of him ſhe loves ſhe'll not endure, 
But Weeps and Bleeds, and ſtrives againſt the Cure : 
So judge of me when any Grief appears, 
Believe my Sighs are kind, and truſt my Tears. 
P. C. Vaniſh my Doubts, and Jealonſies be gon--- 
On thy lov*'d Boſom let me break my Joy, 
O only Sweets that Fill,but never Cloy : 
And was it, was it oy Virgins fear ? 
But ſpeak for ever and Pll ever hear. 
Repeat, and let the Ecchoes deal it round, 
While li{Pning Angels bend to catch the Sound; 
Nay, Sigh and, Weep, drain all thy precious Store, 
Be kind, as now, and Fll complain no more. [ Exit, 
Princeſs C. Was ever Man ſo worthy to be lov'd, 
So good, ſo gentle, ſoft a Diſpoſition, 
As 1t no Gaul had mixt with his Creation : 
So tender and ſo fearful to diſpleaſe, 
No. barbarous Heart but thine wou'd ſtop his entrances 
But thou Inhumane baniſht him from his own, | 
And while the Lordly Maſter lyes without, [Emer Tren. 
Thou Trait'reſs, Rioteſts with a Thiet within. 
tren. Ah Madam, what new Griet! 
Princeſs C. Alaſs lren, 
Thou Treaſurer of my thoughts--- 
What ſhall I do? how ſhall I chaſe Nemorrs, 
That Robber, Raviſher of my Repoſe? 
Trex. For the great care you wiſh, may I enquire 
Whether you think the Duke inſen{ible, 
Indiffexent to the reſt of Woman-kind ? 
Prizceſs C. I muſt.confeſs I did not think him fo 
Tho now I do--- But wou'd give half my Blood ' 
To think him otherwiſe--- 
Trex. Without the Expenſe, Fe 
There take your wiſh,---a Letter which he dropt 
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In the 'Tennis-court, given the Queen Danphir | 
By her Page, and ſent to you to read for your Diverſion; 
' Princeſs G. Alas). Iren--- 


Why trembles thus my Hand, why beats my Heart > 
But let us Read--- 
Reads--- 


Your affe&tion has been divided betwixt. me and another, you 
are Falſe---a Traytor to the trneſt Love---never fee me more— 

Princeſs C. Ah tis too plain,l ug as mnch before; but Oh ! 
we are too apt to excuſe the faults of thoſe we love, and fond of 
our own undoing. | 

- Support me Oh to bear this dreadful pang, 
This ſtab to all my gather*d Reſolution. 

Tren. Read it agen, and call Revenge to aid you. 

Princeſs C. Perhaps he makes his boaſt, too of the Conqueſt, 
For Oh! my Heart he knows too well, my Paflion— 7 
But as thou haſt in{pir'd me, Il revenge 
The Afﬀront, and caſt him from my Poyſon'd Breaſt, 

To makehim room that merits all my thoughts. . 
Enter the Prince of Cleve with Nemours. 

P. C. Madam there is a Letter fall'n by. accident into your 
hands—my Friend cores in behalf of the Yzdam of Chartrer to 
retrieve it, when I am diſmils'd from the King my Lord, I'l wait 
you here again. 

New. My Lord— 

P. C. Not a ſtep further. | [Exit P.C. 

Nem. Madam, I come moſt humbly to enquire, whether the 
Dauphin Queen ſent you-a Letter which the Var: loſt ? 

Princeſs C. Sir, you had better 
Find the Queen Dauphin out, tell her the truth, 

For ſhe's inform'd the Letter is your own. 

New. Ah Madam ! I have nothing to confeſs 
In this Aﬀair—or it I had, believe me, 

Believe theſe Sighs that will not be kept in, 

I ſhou'd not tell it to the Dauphin Queen. 

But to the purpoſe; Know my Lord of Chartres 

Receiv'd the Note you ſaw, from Madam Tonrnor, 
A former Miſtreſs—But the Secret's this— 
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The Siſter-of our Hezry long has fov'd him. - 
Princeſs C. thought the Rag egges her for Savoy. 
Nem. True Madam, but the #3dam is beloy'd ; 
In ſhort, he dropt the Letter, and defir'd, 
Eor fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own it ; 
I promis'd too to trace the Bufineſs for him, 
And if *twere poſhble, regain the Letter. 
Princeſs C. TheV7dam then has ſhewnbut ſmall Diſcretion, 
Being engag'd ſo high— re 
Why did he not burn the Letter ? 
Nem. But Madam, ſhall I dare preſume to ſay, 
*Tis hard to be in Love and to. be wile 2 
Oh did you know like him—like him! Like me, 
What *tis to languiſh in thoſe reſtleſs. Fires. 
Princeſs C. Iren, Iren, reſtore the Duke hisLetter. [_Emter Iren. 
New. Madam, You've bound. me ever to your Service, 
Bat VlI retire and ſtudy to.repay, 
[If onght but death can quit the Obligation. [_Exit. 
- Pranceſs C. O 'tis too much, I'm loſt, Im loſt agen— 
The-Duke has'clear'd himſelf, to the confuſion - 
Ofall my ſettl'd Rage, and vow'd Revenge 
Andnow.heſhews more lovely than before : 
He comes agen to wake my,fleeping Patton, 
To rouze me into Torture 3 -O the Racks 
Of hopeleſs Love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 
And thou alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe:my Eyes. 
Iren. Alas! you're'pale already. 
Prizceſs C. Oh. Iren— 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, 
Poyſon-and Health, a,Husband and Nemours 
But ſee with what a whirhmy Paſhons move, 
I loath the Cordial of my'Husband's Love 3 
But when Newomrs my Fancy:does recal, 
The Bane's fo ſyreet that I cou'd drink it all. 


Finis Aus Primi, 
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Tourney La March. 


Tour.) T works, my Dear, it works beyond belief 
The Letter which he loft has fprung a Mine 
That ſhatters all th -, ny each Jealons Dutcheſs 
Concludes her Man concern'd, and ſtrait employs 
A Confident to find the Myſtery ont. | 
Bat that which takes the Queen, and makes'me dye . 
With Pleafare, 1s, that Margzerite thinks 
 Spite of the Imprecations of Nemours, 
' TheLetter ſent to him=— ' 

La M. "Tee *em move this way. 

. Tonr. Haſt to St. Andre's Palace; watch har Waives,tillI appear— 
| T have promis'd Nezzoxrs an Afternoon Affignation with 'em-in 
Lnxemburg Garden, but I will antedate the bus neſs as he is wait- 
ing, and ſet Margverite apon him juft as he meets*em, which will 
heighten the def! gn 5 be gone while E attend the bus "neſs here— 

| [Exit La March. 
Enter Margizerite: Nemours, 

Marg. Away, you have combin'd to ruine me; [The Vidam. 
You have conſpird the Death of her you hate: 
But tellme, Oh! confeſs and Til forgive thee 3 
Say it was thine, nay, look not on the Vidant, 

There 1s Diſcourſein Eyes, Conſent, Denial, 
All underſtood by Tooks, fay it was thine, 
Contieſs, and lay this Tempeſt with a word. 
Not yet? why then HF have'it in deſpite | 
Of thee and him, Il ſell my SouFtos Hell, 
If Woman can be worth the Devil's Surchaſs, 
After ſhe has been blown upon byMan; 
That I way tell thee, as I ſink for ever, 

_ Thou haſt been Falſe. 

- New. You have heard me more than once: 

- Affirm, the Vida (if you'll give _—_ leave) 
Will own it to your Face, | © er x oo 
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Marg. Faries and Hell! ; 

Tour. Have Patience for an hour, Tl bring you to the place, where; 
if you pleaſe, you may fleſh your Fingers. 1n the Blood of thoſe young 
Women, whom he meets toenjoy, __ 

Marg. No, no, I have a better Caſt, if I can conquer this riſing Spleen— 
How long will it be er your call me ? 

Tour, An hour or thereabouts 

Marg. And by that time I |lput on a Diſguiſe; fail not ——— 

Tour, But what do you intend? | 

Mare. I know not yet my (elf ; Revenge 

Tour. You had a Lover once, Fraxcs the Dauphin 

Marg. Be that then the laſt Card I know not what; 
The Dauphin ſhall T'1l do't, and openly affront him ——— 
And as the little Worſhippers adore me, 

Spy the Duke out, and leaning on the Prince, 

Enquire who's that : It ſhall be ſo, I will 
Revenge, Revenge, and ſhew thy ſelf true Woman. 

Down then, proud Heart, down Woman, down, I'll try, 

I'll do't, I've ſworn, to curþ my Will or dye. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11 
St, Andre, Poltrot, Bellamore. 


BLYN/ELL Gentlemen, good Morrow, and remember my Coun). 

Pol. What, to bear our. ſelves like Men of Witand Senſe, 
Snub our Wives, Rally *em, and be as Witty as the Devil? - 

St. 4. With all my heart, 'tis not my time of Afignation yet with my 
Dutcheſfles, and this is very Faſhionable. ; 

Bell. I've put you in the way—And ſo good Morrow. [ Exit. 

Pal. They come, they come, [Enter Elianor 47d Celia. 
Walk by 'em, take no notice, and Repeat Verſes. 
Phills did in fo ſtrange a Poſture lye 4 
Panting and Breathleſs, languiſhing her Eye, | 
She ſeem'd to live, and yet ſhe ſeem'd to Dye. 

St. A. I grow ſick of the Wife—Prithe Poltyot let's go. 

Pol. Whither thou wilt, ſo we get ridof 'em——Zlife I am as weary 
of mine, as a Modiſh Lady of her old Cloaths 

Gel. What does the Maggot bite, you muſt be jogging from this place 
of little Eaſe? yet Iam reſolv'd to know ſome reaſon, why .a Wife may 
not be as good Company as a Wench. 

Pol. Prithe Spouſe—— do not provoke me, for I'm in the Witty Vein, 
and ſhall Repartee thee to the Devil. 

D 2 _ #1. Pray, 
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£1, Pray, St. Andre, leave trifing your Curls, your affeted. Nods, 
Grimaces, taking of Snuff, and an{wer me—— Why are we not as plea- 
{ing as formerly ? &l; | | 

St. 4. Why, \ell-—Gad 'tis ſpecial — | his Amarum is very pun: 
gent——— Whv,Vell,L can give no morereaſon for my change of humour, 
than for the turning of a Weather-cock 3 only this, I love Whoring; 
becauſe I love Whoring. | 

Pol. Nay, ſince you provoke us, know I can give a reaſon ; we run 
after Whores, becauſe you bar us from 'em——As ſome take pleaſure 
to goa Deer-ſteeling that have fine Parks of their own——Gad, and 
there I was with her—T his itch of the Blood, Spouſe, 1s nothing bur 
a Spice of the firſt great Jilt your Grand-mother Ewe; we long for the: 
Fruit, becauſe 1t is forbidden. 
 $:, A. Nay, that's not all, for Miſles are really more- pleaſant than a 
Wife can be, Probatum eff, A Wite: dares not aflume the Liberty of 
pleaſing like a Miſs, for fear of being thought one. A Wife may pretend 
to duriful afteicn, and buſtle below, but muſt be fill at nighe. "Tis 
Miſs alone may be allow'd Flame and Rapture, and all that 

Cel. Yet how do you know, but a Wife may have Flame and Rapture, 
and all that 

Pol. *Tis impoſſible, *ris the Nature of a Wife to be as cold as a: 
Stone There's Slap Daſh for you 

Gel. Yet cut of a Stone a Man of Senſe wou'd ftrike Fire: There's. 
Slap Daſh for you | | 

EL. Will you be Conſtant to ns,. if we make it appear by your own 
Confeſſion, that we can pleaſe 'as well as the ſubtPſt She: that ever 
charm'd you? | 

St. A. Till which-Miracle come to paſs, fince- 'twas your own Propo- 
fition, I Sr. Anare and thou El:anor come not between a pair of Sheers— 
* El, How ſhoud they know then ? 

Pol. Nor I Aztony with-thee Gelia. | 

El. But we hope you are not in earneſt; you cannot be {o Inhumane. 

Gel. *Tis a Curſe beyond all Curſes, to havea Man that can and will 
not; tis worſe than teaching a Foo], or leading the Blind. : 

El. To Marry and live thus, is to be like Fiſh in Froſty Weather, 
have Water, but pine for want. of Air. | 

Gel. Yet, who knows but Heav'n may ſend: ſome Kind Good Man, 
that in meer pity may. break the Ice, and give us a Breathing ? 

El, Can you be ſo hard-hearted? 

Pol, Come Bully, let's away, for fear we ſhou'd melt 3. look ye Spouſes 
of ours,. if our Wenches prove ill-humour'd, we'll come back to you. 

St. A. Agreed, rather than grow Ruſty let our Wives File us— 
Bur I thank Heav'a tis not come. to that yet-—There's. no fuch wanr, 


Wal 
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PIl have you to know MVel!, there's no Woman can reſiſt me if ſhe wou'd, 
ne Durcheſs ſcapes me, if I make it my bus'nels to compals her. 

Pol. Any Man of Wit and Senſe like us, Charms all Women, as 
one Key unlocks all Doors at Court——Nay, Pl! fay a bold word for 
my. ſelf, Turn me ro the ſharpeſt Shrow that ever Bir or Scratch, if I 
do not make her feed out of my hand like a tame Pidgeon, may I be 
- condemn'd to lye with my White. ; 

El:. Fleſh and Blood can endure no longer, you are the vaineſt lying 
Fellows that ever liv'd, you compaſs.a Dutcheſs ——There's not a Foot- 
man bur wou'd ſhame you. 

St. 4. Z Death and Fury, if they ſhow'd try —— 

C-l. You pitiful, ſneaking, raſcally Cuckold, countenanc'd Scoundrels, 
that dare Beſpatter Ladies of Honour thus For Heaven fake what 
areyou, how do you live, and where do you. ſpend your time? in Ten- 
nis-Courts, Taverns, Eating-houſes, Bawdy-houſes, where you quarrel 
in Drink for your Trulls, who while you Manfully Fighs their Cauſe; 
they run away with your Hats ana Belts 

El;. Then you come home, and ſwear you'll be reveng'd on this Lord; 
or that Dake, that aſſaulted you (ingle, with all his Foot men. 

Gzl. And, ſays my Gentleman, if I had not been the moſt Skillful 
Perſon alive, my Body had been by this time like an Old-fathion'd Suir, 
Pink'd all over, and full of Ilet-holes. 

El. But did he not diſarm my Lord at laſt * 

Cel. By all means, and made him beg his Life. 

Wn When indeed he compounded with the Conſtable for his own. 
iberty. 

Gel. You Perſons of Quality —— What Perſon of Honour wou'd keep: 
company with ſuch Debauches? Zlite Madam, an Orange-wench is above 
their Ambition. 

El. An Orange-wench ! If they can but run in her debt, and the poor- 
Creature come dunning 'em. to their Lodgings, they?1| Swear they: lay- 
with-her, when they dare not be known'that they are within: 

Gel.. Sometimes lye Lolling-upon.a long Scarf in the Play-houſe, talk-- 
ing loud and affetedly, and Swear at night they had-the prettieſt thing: 
juſt come out of the Country. 

Eli, And with them(elves Damn'd if ſhe did not ſmell of the Graſs... 

Gel. When in truth 'cwas ſome diſguis'd Bawd, that met 'em there ac-- 
cording to Afſgnation. 

Pol: Heark you Potiphar's Wife of mine, by. Pharaoh's lean Kine thou: 
{halc ſtarve for this. 

St. 4. And for thee NVell—— Mark me, thou ſhalt Dream and be tor-- 
mented with Imagination, like one that having drunk hard is thirſty. in: 
the Night,. dreams of Veſlels brim-full, and drinks and drinks, yet never- 
is ſatisfied. . 

Bot. 
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Pdl.: For my part, I'll ſerve my Damn'd Wife as Tantalu was puniſh'd 
the Fruit ſhall bob at her Lips, which ſhe ſhall never enjoy. 
| | [Exennt St, A. Pol. 


El:. Very well, the World's come to a fine paſs; if this be Marrying, 
wou'dT were a Maid agen, Men take Wives now as they ſnatch up a 
Gazette, look it over afid then fling it by. 

Gel. They forget us in a day or two, or if they read us over agen, 
wy to rub up Remembrance, and commonly they fall aſleep fo. 

li, What's to be done Child > for rather than live thus 

Gel. Rather than live thus let's do any thing. 

El. Any thing Rogue, why Cuckolds are things. 

Gel. Perhaps they think we have no ſuch thing as Fleſh and Blood 
about-us, but we'll make 'em know, a young Woman in the flour of 
ber Age, is not like painted Fruit in a Glaſs, only to be look'd on 
Perhaps you are a more Contemplative Perſon, and will go farther abour. 

_ Whar, Dear Rogue, doſt think I will leave thee ? by this Kiſs 
{NOT L, 

Gel. Thus then we'll (lip on long Scarfs, and black Gowns, put on Masks, 
and ramble abour. 

El:. Rare Rogue, let me Kiſs thee agen Certainly Intrigueing is 
:the pleaſanteſt part of Life; to meet a Gallant abroad in a Summers 
Evening, and Laugh away an hour or two in a Garden Bower, where 
-no body ſees nor no body knows, methinks *tis {ſo pretty and harmleſs, 
Lord, how it works in my Fancy 

Gel. We muſt tell Madam Tourzoz by all means 

El:r. I believe her Secrer, and know her very good Natur'd; but for 
21! that, methinks ſhe has the Cant of a refin'd Florence Bawd 


2 


tis 


Enter Tournon. 


Gel. The better for our purpoſe, ſhe comes as wiſh'd. 

Tour, Dear Precious Roſebrids your Servant, now for all the World 
you look as you were New-blown; and how do ye my pretty Primroſes? 
*tis a Whole day fince I ſaw ye. 

 Gi#l. Oh Madam. we have a Suit to your Ladiſt.ip. 

Tay. I grant it whateer it bez (peak my Hyacinth. 

El:. Oar Husbands are worſe than ever. 

Gzl. They uſe us as if we had neither Beauty nor Portion. 

Towr. Whar's this I hear ? O Ingrate and Ignoble ! Revenge your ſelves 
Iweetings 'Tis time to pule and put Finger in Eye, whea you are 
paſt Propagation. But my Lady-birds you are in your Prime, let me 
touch your delicate Hands——— Well, and do nor theſe humid Palms 
claim a Man ——— Nay, and your Breaſts, Lord! Lord! how (wolln 
and hard they are, how they heave and pant now, by Cyathza, as if they 

| were 
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were ready to burſt? look to't, have a care of a Cancer, draw 'emdown, 
draw' 'em Sr for let me tell you Jewels, it may be dangerous foryou 
to go thus long without Cultivation 

EL. What wou'd you have us do Madam ? 

Tour. Do Violet? why do as all the World does beſide, loſe no Time, . 
catch hinrby the Forelock, get a Man to your mind Il acquaint 

ou with one that's as true as the day, that will Fight like a Lion, and 

ove like a Sparrow ——He has Eyes as black as Slows, you can hardly 
look on 'em, and a Skin ſo white—and ſoft as Sattin with the Grain :: 
And for thee Tulip | 

Cel. For me Madam ! : 

Tour. For thee Hony-Suckle, ſuch a Min, well, I ſhall never forget 
him, ſuch a ſtrait bole of a Body, ſuch a Trunk, ſuch a ſhape, ſuch a 
quick ſtrength, he will over any thing he can lay his hand on, and Vaults - 
to Admiration- 

El:. But Madam, will you provide us Lodgings on occaſion 

Toxr. The Richeſt in the Town, the coſtlie(t Hangings, great Glaſles, . 
China Diſhes, Silver Tables, Silver Stands, and Silver Urinals—And 
then theſe Gallants are the cloſeſt Lovers, fo good at keeping a Secret— - 
Well, give me your Man that fays nothing, but minds the bus'nef6 in 
hand—For a Secret Lover's like a Gun charg'd with White Powder,does - 
Execution but makes no noile. L 

Gel. Well, and let me tell you that's the Point, Madam 

Tour. Ay, and *tis a Precious Poinr, a Feeling Poitt, and a Pleaſing - 
Point 3 you ſhall know him, you muſt know him, I ſhall dye if you don't + 
know him——— He has the fling of a Gentleman.. 

El. Pray Madam, how's that? 

Tour. Why thus Apricock—lInto your Arms, then ſtops your Mouth : 
with a double-tongu'd Engliſh Kiſs, that you can't be angry with him for-.. 
your Blood. 

Gel. 1 know 'tis my filthy Country wavy But I'll aflure-you if he 
ſhould ſerve me-ſo, my Blood would rife at him. 

Tour. But then you'd repent and fall before him, for he has the moſt 
particular obliging way, and ſhe whom he particularly loves, is fo oblig'd 
with his Particular —— Well, for my pare, my Twins of Beauty, I {er 
an infinite Value on their Chareſles, Diſtrefles and Addreflesz nay, I 
cou'd refuſe a Quile Imperial, to be.oblig'd by them, tho on. he bare 
Boards, or the cold Stones. | 

Eli, But, Madam, .are they in being—— 

Tour. They are my Bloſſoms ——Then they Kiſs beyond Imagination, 
jaſt for all the World as when you cut a pure Juicy Ghia Orange, the 
Goodneſs runs over——Lord! now it comes in my Cogitation, I'm juſt - 
now going to take a View of 'em in Luxemburg Garden, where, < Fon 
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pleaſe to walk, they ſhall Sun. themſelyes in your Smiles— Come my 
Carnations, nay, I proteſt I will not go before ye. | 
Cel. But, Madam, 'we're at home. © 
Tour. O Lord, Beauties! I know not the way. 
Ek. Indeed Madam you muſt or we ſhall uſe Violence 
Tow. Well Ladies, tince 'tis your command, I dare not bur obey. 
[ Exeunt. 


- 


SL aNME FER 


Nemours, Bellamore. 


1'em., Hou Dear Soft Rogue, my Spouſe, my Hepheſtron, my Ga- 
zymed, nay, if I dye to night my Dukedom's thine Buc 
art thou (ure the Princels of Glewe withdraws here after Dinner —— 

Bell. One of her Women whom I have Debauchd, tells me 'cis her 
Cuſtoms you may flip into the Cloſer and over-hear all, and yet me- 
thinks 'tis hard, becaule the Prince of Cl:we loves you as his Life. | 

Mew. I fav'd his Life, Sweet-hearr, when he was aflaulted by a mi- 
ſtake in the dark, and ſhall he grudge me a little Fooling with his Wite, 
for (o ſerious ati Obligation ? 

Enter the Vidam-—— 
A Pox upon him, here comes the Vida: with his ſowre Morals ———-- 

Vid. *Tis certain I like her— She's very pretty, and Tournoz (baiihelp 
me to her 

Aa. In Love, by my Lechery—Ay, and the hall help thee to her— 
Buc who, bur who 1s't my Man of Principles 

114. To tell your Grace, I am ſure were to be a Man of none for my 
ſel{— You that are the Whores Ingroſler——Let me ſee—— There's 
Tournon your Ubiquitary Whore, your Bawd, your Bawd Barber or 
Bawd Surgeon, for you're ever under her hands, and ſhe Plaiſters you 
every day with new Wenches- —Then there's your Domeſtick | er- 
magant—El:anor and Celia, with ſomething new in Chaſe——Why you 
outdo Gefar himfelf in your way, and dictate to more Whores at once 
than he did to Knaves—— Believe me Sir, ina little time youll benick'd 
the Town: Bull. : ; 

Nem, Why there's the difference betwixt my Senſe and yours; wou'd 
I were, and your Darklin Miſtreſs the firſt ſhou'd come ina my way, 
ove and Europa, I'd leap her in thy Face—— Why, how now Vidam, 
what Devil has turn'd thee Grave, the Devil of Love, or the Devil of 
Envy? 

Fd. Friendſhip, mere Friendſhip and care of your Soul ; I thought ic 
but juſt, to tell you the whole Town takes notice of your way. _ 
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Nem. Why then the whole Town does me wrong, _becauſe I take no - 
notice of theirs; thus rother-tiight I was'ini'company with two or three 
well-bred Fops, that found fault with my Obfcenity, and proteſted 
"twas (uci a way Why 'tis the way of ye all, only you ſneak with 
it under your Cloaks like Taylors and Barbersz and I, as a Gentleman 
ſhou'd do, walk with it in my hand. For prithee obſerve, does not 
your Prieſt the ſame thing ? did not I fee Father ' Patric& declaiming 
againſt Fleſh in Lezt, ſtrip up to the Elbow; and telling the Congre- 

2tion he had eat nothing but Fith theſe twenty years, yet proteſt to the 
Ladies that Fat Arm of his, which was a chopping one, was the leaſt 
Member about him? 

Bell. Faith, and.it may be fo too. 

Nem. Does not your Politician, your little great Man of bus'ne(s, that - 
ſets the World together by the Ears, after all his Plotting, Drudging 
and Sweating at Lying,” retire to ſome little Punk and untap at Night ? 

Vid. I ſubmit to the weight of your Reaſons, and confeſs the whole 
World does you Injuſtice, wherefore I judge it fic that they bring your 
Grace their Wives and Langners tro make you amends. 

Nem. Why now thou talk'ſt like an honeſt Fellow, for never let 
bus'ne(s Flatter thee Frazk into Nonſenſe : Women are the ſole Plea- 
fare of the World; nay,I had rather part with my whole Eſtate, Health 
and Senfe,than loſe an Inch of my Love I was tother day at a pretty 
Entertainment, where two or three Grave Politick Rogues were won- 
d'ring, why Women ſhou'd be brought'into Plays 3 I as gravely reply'd, 
the World was not made without *em 3- he full Pop upon me Bur 
Sir, it had been better if it had 

F:d. And thenno doudt a gloomy Smile aroſe 

Nem. Theſe are your Rogues, Fraxk,. that wou'd be thought Cri- 
ticks, that are never pleas'd but with ſomething new, as they call ic, 
juſt, proper,and never as men ſpeak ; you're out of the way,men that hate 
us Rogues with a way —— 

. ow Burt after all this they'll run you down, and fay your Grace is no 
cholar—— 

ANem. Why, Faith, nor wou'd be, if Learning muſt wrench a Man's 
Head quite round 3 I underſtand my Mother-tongue well enough, and 
ſome others juſt as I do Women, not to be married\to 'em, -bur to ſerve 
my turnz what's good in. 'em-never {capes me, bar as for Points and 
Tags, for which thoſe ſolemn Fops are to be valued, TI ſlight *em, nor 
wou'd remember 'em if I cou'd; for he that once liſtens to Jingling, ten 
to one if ever he gets it out of his head while he 'lives—Bur prithee 
be gone, and leave me to my Muſfing ; find Tozrz0z out, my Vidam, and 
bid her remember the Handketcher—Away, thou art concern'd in-the 
bus'neſs, therefore away. ( [Exeunt Vid: Bell« 
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Enter the Princeſs of Cleve, Irene: 


Nem. She comes, ye Gods, with what 2 pompous State 5 
The Stars and all Heav'ns Glories on her 6h nf : 
That's out of the way too But now for my Cloſer. 

Princeſs G. No, no, I charge thee pity me no longer, 
But on the Earth let us conſult our Waes : 

For Earth I (tall be ſhortly ; fit and hear me, 

While on thy Faithful Boſom thus I lean 

My akeing Head, and breath my cruel Sorrows. 
Ires. Speak Madam, ſpeak, they'll ſtrangle if contain'd-— 
Princeſs G, As late 1 lay upon a flow'ry Bank, 

My Head a little heav'd beyond the Verge, 

To look my Troubles in the Rockleſs Stream, 

I flept, and dreamt I ſaw 

The boſom of the Flood unfold ; 

I ſaw the Naked Nymphs ten Fathom down, 

With all the Cryſtal Thrones un their Green Coutts below, 

Where in their buſte Arms Nemours appear'd : 

His Head reclin'd, and (wolln as he were drown'd, 

While each kind Goddeſs dew'd his Senſelefs Face 

Wuh Nectars drops to bring back Life in vain :. 


When on a ſudden the whole Synod roſe 
And laid bim to my Lips Oh my Irexe ! 


Forgive me Honour, Duty—Love forgive me, 

I found a Pleaſure I neer felt before, 

Diflolving Pains, and Swimming ſhuddering ] Of, 
To.which my Bridal Night with Glewe was dull ———- 


Enter the Prince of Cleve.. 


Fen. Behold him, Madam: 
P, GC. Ha !' my Ghartres —How —. 
Why.on the Earth ?- 
Panceſs G. Becauſe; my Lord, it ſuits 
| Vac ns erg: my fad-Condition: 
-_P. G. Theſe Starts:agen + but why. thy ſad Condition ?: 
©-riſe and:telÞ me why this Melancholy ! . 
Why fall-thoſe Tears?: Why heaves this Bofom tims? 
Nay, E muſt then .conſirain-thee with my Arms. . 
It poſſible 2- does then. thy, loadof Grief 
matels thee fo, thou: can(t not ſpeak: for Sighing— 
Chartres,,. Chartres ! then thou didſt bur footh me,. 


[ks 


LExtt. 
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| There is ſomecanſe, toofrightful to be told, 
And thou haſt learnt the art too to difſemble. 
Princeſs G. O Heavens ! diſſemble when I flrip my Soul, 
Shew it all bear, and trembling to your view 3 
Can you ſuſpect me Sir, for a Diſſembler? 
P. C. By all my Hopes, Doubts, Jealouſfies and Fears, 
I know not what to think, I think thou ſhow'ſt 
Thy inmoſt thought, and now I think thou doſt not. 
I think there is a Boſom ſecret ſtill, 
And have a dawn of it through all thy Folds - 
That hide it from my view : O cruſt me Cleve ! 
Truſt me whate'er it be; I love thee more 
Than thou lov*ſt help for that which thus inthrauls thee. 
Truſt thy Dear Husband,O let looſe the pain 
That makes thee droop, though it ſhou'd be my death ! 
By thy dear ſelf Þ'1l welcome it to eaſe thee. 
Princeſs C.Thou beſt of all thy Kind, why ſhou'd you rack me, 
Who dare not, cannot ſpeak—No more but this, 
Take me from Paris from the Court. 
P, G. Ha, Chartres, how ' 
Whar from the Court of Pars, why ? 
Princeſs G. Becauſe—my Mothers Death-bed Counſel fo adviſed me, 
Becauſe the Court has Charms, becauſe 1 love 
A Grotto beſt, becauſe 'ris beſt for you 
And me, and all the World. 
P. C. Becauſe, O Heaven : 
Becauſe there is ſome curſed Charm at Court, 
Which you love better than me and all the World. 
The Rea(ſon's plain, for which you wou'd remove, 
To loſe the Mem'ry of ſome lawlels Love. 
Princeſs G. Why then am I detain'd, if that's your fear ? 
P,G. Ir is, itought, and ſhall, and Oh ! you muſt 
Confelſs this horrid Falſhood to my Face. | 
Princeſs G. Never, my Lord, never confeſs a Lye, 
By Heav'nsI love your Life above my own. 
P. G. Not that, not that, ſpeak home and fly not wide, 
Swear by thy ſelf, thou dearly purchas'd Pleaſure, 
Swear by thoſe Chaſter Sweets thy Mother left thee ; + 
Swear that thy Soul, which cannot hide a Treaſon, 
Prefers me ev'n to all the World 3 Hold Precious, 
Swear that thou lov'it him more——Aand only lov'ſt him, 
And in ſuch Senſe as not to love another. 
Princeſs G. Ah, Sir ! why will you fink me to your Feet, 
Where I muſt lye and groan my AY away? 
2 P.C. 
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'P.C. Speak Chartres, Speak, nor -let the'name of Husband 
Sound Terror to thy Soul; for by my hopes 
Of Paradice, howe'er-thou uſeſt me, 
T am thy Creature, ſtill ro make and mould me 
Thy cringing crawling Slave, and will adore 
The hand that kills me 
Princeſs C. O you are too good ! 
And I muſt never hope for Pardon —Yet 
I cou'd excuſe it; but my Lord I will not. 
Know then—T1 cannot ſpeak: 
P. G. Nor I by Heav'n. 
Princeſs G. I Love. 
F.C. Goon. 
Princeſs G. 1 love you 2s my Soul. 
P, C. Ha—PÞat the reſt. 
Princeſs G, Alas, alas, I dare not 
P. GC. Why then farewel for ever 
Princeſs G. Stay and take it—— 
Take the extreameſt Pang of tortur'd Vertue, 
Take all, I love, I love thee Cleve as Life ; 
But Oh! I love, I love another more—— 
P, GC. Oh Ghartres! Oh 
Princeſs G. we» þ did you rack me then > 
Ycu were reſolv'd, and now you have it all. 
P, G. All Ghartres! All! Why, can there chen be more 2 
But riſe, and know I by this Kiſs forgive thee: 
Thou haſt made me wretched by the cleareſt proof 
Of perfect Honour that e'er low'd from Woman. 
But crown the miſery which you have begun, 
And let me know who *tis you won'd avoid, 
Who is the happy man that had the power 
To burn that Heart which I cou'd never warm. 
Princeſs GC. Forgive me Sir, in this Prudence commands. 
Eternal filen-e 
P, G. Ha if filentnow, 
Why didſt thou ſpeak at all? If here thou Rop'ſt 
I ſhall conclude that which 1 thought thy vertue, 
A ſtart of paſſtian which thou cou'dſt not hide, 
And now Vexation gnaws thy guilty Soul 
With a too late Repentance for confeſling 
His name—— 
Princeſs G. You ſhall not know it——Yes my Lord, - 
Now a too late Repentance tears my Soul, | 
And tells me I have done amils to truſt you 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Yet by my hopes of eaſe at laſt by Death, 


I (wear my Love has never yer appear'd 
To any Man but you— 


P. GC. Weep not my Chartres, for howeer my Tongue 


Upbraid thy Fame, my Heart ſtill worſhips thee, 

And by the Blood that chills me round —1I ſwear 

From this ſad Moment, Tl! ne'er urge thee more 3 

All that I beg of thee, is not to hate me. 
Princeſs G. The ſtudy of my Life tall be to love you. 
P, GC. Never, Oh never ! I were mad to hope it, / 

Yet thou ſhalt give me leave to fold thy hand, 

To preſs it with my Lips, to figh upon it, 

And waſh it with my Tears 
Princeſs G. I cannot bear this kindneſs without dying. 
P, G. Nay, we will walk and talk ſometimes together, 

Like Age well call to mind the Bleaſures paſt 3 

Pleaſures like theirs, which never ſhall return, 

For Oh! my Ghartres, {ince thy Heart's eſtrang'd, 

The pleaſure of thy Beauty is no more, 

YetTI each night will ſee thee ſoftly laid, 

Kneel by thy fide, and when thy Vows are paid, 

Take one laſt kiſs, eer I to Death retire, 

With that the Heav'ns had giv'n us equal fire ; 

Then ſigh, it cannot be, and fo expire. 


Exter Nemours. 


She Loves, ſhe Loves, and I'm the happy Man, 
She has avow'd it, paſt all prefidenr, 

Before her Husbands Face 
Ha . but from Love like hers ſuch daring virtue, 
That like a moon Laarry lately chas'd, 
Plunges among the Waves, or turns at Bay, 
What is there to expe&t—But— let it come 
The worſt can bhapp'n, yet "ris glorious ſtill. 

To bring to ſuch Extreams ſo chaſt a mind, 
And charm to love the wiſeſt of her Kind. 


Enter Vidam. 


Ah V:idam!. I cou'd tell thee ſuch a Story of ſuch a Friend of mine, 
the oddeſt, prettieſt, out of the way of busneſs, bur thou art ſo flippant 


there's no truſting thee. 
Vid. Tournon lays the Flag's held out —— 


Exeunt. : 


New: 


Nem. Tournon be Damn'd—— Know then, but be ſecret, there is a 
- Friend of mine belov'd——— But by a Soul fo Vertuous, 

Vid, That was' too much | 
. Nem. "Thac quite from the method of all Womankind, ſhe told it to 
her Husband. 

Vid. That's-ſtrange indeed: And how did her Husband like it > Lp 
 Nem. Why, after a tedious patſhonate Diſcourſe, approved her car- 
-riage, and (wore he lov'a her «ore than ever; (o they cry'd and kils'd, 
.and went away moſt lovingly together. 

"Vid. Why then ſhe Cuckolds him ro rights, nor can he take the. Law 
of herz and I'll be judge by any-Bawd in_Chriſtendom—-And fo my 
Lord farewell, I have bus'neſs of my own, and Toxrnorn waits you—— 

Nem. But heark you, Frazk, I have occaſion for-you, . and muſt preſs 
thee, I hope, to no unwellcome Oftce—only a Second 
Vid, With all my beart, my Lord, the time and place. 
Aem. Juſt now in Luxemburg Garden, betwixt one and two, a Chal- 
lenge from a couple, the ſmarteſt, briskeſt, prettieſt Tilting Ladies ——- 
Vid. Your Servant Sir, and as you thrive, let me hear from your Grace, 
and ſo Fate ſpeed your Plow. [Extr. 


Exter Tournon with Marguerite. 


Newm. And fo Fate ſpeed your Plow, and you go to that, and I (hall 
well you Sir, *twas not hand{omly done, to leave me thus to the Mercy of 
-t«vo unreaſonable Women at once. | 

Tour. You have him now in view, and ſo 1 leave you. [Exzt. Tour. 

Marg. Stand Sir. 

New. Toa Lady, while I have breath. 
Mare. Wou'd you not fall to a Lady too,if ſhe ſhou'd ask the Favcur ? 
ANem. Ay, Gad, any'pretty Woman may bring me upcn my Knees at 
;her pleaſure. — | 

Marg. O Devil . 

New. Prichee my dear (oft warm Rogue, let thee and 1 be kind 

Mare. And Kiſs, you were going to fay. 

iVem. Z'Life, how pat the hits me, why thou and I were made for 
-one another —Let's try how our Lips ht. 

Marg. Ts that ycur fitting ? 

em. *Fore Heaven ſhe's wondrous quick ; Nay, my Dear, and you 
go to that, I can fit you every way 

Alarg. You are a notorious talker. 


New, And a better doer ; prithee try. 
" Marg. Asif that were to do now. 

Aem. Nay then I'm (ure of thee, for never was a Woman mine once, 
but was mine always. 


Marg. 


Marg. Know then you are a heavy:fluggiſh Fellow-3- but ſee there 
15 no «tt Faith in Man than Woman, Cork and Feathers. 

New. Make a Shittlecork. that's Woman, o me, it you pleaſe, be 
Battledoor, and by Gad for a day and a night I1] keep up with any Fel- 
low in Chriſtegdom. _ - _ 

Marg. Come away then and [1] keep count I warrant you—Monſter— 


TIge ] 

. Now is the Devil and I as great as ever——lI come my Dear— 

But then- what becomes of my other Dears—— For whom I was Prim'd 

and Charg'd 
Marg. Why.dont you come my Dear ? 
Nem.There ith that ſweet word ſhe cock'd me-- 
Marg. Lord! how you tremble 
New. There the Pan flaſh'd— 
Marg. 1] ſer my Teeth in you. ; 
New. Now I go of— O Man! O Woman! QFleſh! O-Devil!. 


Einic Ab Secundi.. 
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ACT UL. SCENE E 


The Vidam, Tournon. 


Texr. A Womanin Love with another, and confeſs it to her Hus- 
A band-— What wou'd I give to know her Without 
- A allqueſtion emoxrs is the Perſon belov'd. . 

V1d. That's plain by his eagerneſs in .the Diſcovery, he forc'd me to 
hear him whether I wou'd or no 3 yet what I ſo admire in his Temper, 
is, that for all the former Heat, I no ſooner mentioned you, but he flew 
from it, and run upon. another Scent, as if the firſt had never been. 

Tour. Where did you find him ?- 

Vid. At the Princefs of Cleve's,. and my Heart tells me that's the Lady 
that acquainted her Husband how ſhe was determin'd ro make him a 
Cuckold— If he pleas'd to give his conſent | 

Tour. My judgment, which is moſt-Sagacious in theſe Matters, is moſt 
poſitive in. your opinion, for by his. whitely . caſt, the Prince of Cleve 
muſt be the Man fork'd in the Book of Fate——- 

Vid. And yet "tis odd, that Nemours of all Men, ſhoud have ſuch luck 
at_this Lottery; 


Tour. 


© Tour, Oto chooſe, my Lord! becauſe ſhe's nice and preciſe; you 
demure Ladies thar ate ſo Squob' in company, are Devils in'a corner ; 
"they are/a'fort of melancholy Birds, that ne'er peep abroad by day, but 
they to- whit, / to whou it at night; nay, to my particular knowledge, 
all grave Women love wild Men, and if they can but appear civil ar 
firſt, they cercainly ſnap 'em 3 for mark their Language, the Man is a 
handſom Man, if he had but Gracez the Man has Wit, Parts and ex- 
cellentGifts, if he wou'd bur make a right uſe: of *em;z why all theſe 
-If 's are but-civil Pimps to a moſt Bawdy concluſion—— But ſee,I deſcry 
him with a Mask yonder 
Vid. You'll remember St. Andre's Lady for this Diſcovery. 
Tour. If the be not yours to night, never acquaint me with a Myſtery 
agen 
Vid. Not a word to the Duke My Gravity gets me a hank over 
him—Therefore if youtell him of any Love Matters of mine, you muſt 
never hope for more Secrets : | 
Tour. Trouble not your head, but away. | Exit. Vid. 
So this gets me a Diamond from the Queen,an Embaſſadors Merit at leaſt. 
Confels to her Husband, alas poor Princeſs—See, they come; but thar 
which ſtartles me, is how a Woman of Aargxerite's Sex can contain all 
this while as the ſeems to do ; but perhaps ſhe deſigns to pump him — 
Or has ſome further end, which I muſt learn. 


Enter Nemours and Marguerite. 


Marg. But did you never promiſe thus before ? 
Arm. Never —But why theſe Doubts Thou haſt all the Wit 
inthe World——Thou know'ſt I love thee without Proteſtations, why 
then this delay ? 
Marg. I have not conversd with you an hour, and you are for running 
over me: No Sir, but if you can have patience till the Ball Oh I 
ſhall burſt —Y Ber 
Nm. Patience, I muſt ; but if it were not for the clog of thy Modeſty, 
we might have been in the third Heav'n by this, and have danc'd at the 
Ball belide——Ha ! you faint——Take oft your Mask 
Marg. Unhand me, or But. pray, eer we part, let me ask you 
a ſerious queſtion 3 what if you ſhou'd have pick'd up a Devil lncarnate * 
Nem. Why, by your loving to go in the dark thus, 1 make me begin 
to ſuſpe&t you———But be a Devil and thou wilt, if we muſt be Damn'd 
together, who can help it 
Aarg, I ſhall not hold 


New. Yer, now I think on't, thou canſt be no Devil, thou art ſo fraid 
of aSinner; for you refus'd me {juſt now, when I profer'd to {ell my 
{f1f, and ſea] the Bargain with the beſt of my Blood. Fe) | 


Marg. 
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Marg. But if I ſhou'd permit you, cou'd you find in your heart to in- 
gender with a damn'd Spirit ? | 

Nem. Yes marry cou'd I, for all you ask the queſtion ſo ſeriouſly : For 
know, thou bewitching Creature, I haye long'd any time this {even years 
to be the Father of a Succubus---- 

Marg. Fiend, and no Man---- 

Nem. Befides, Madam, don't you think a feat Devil of yours and 
my begetting, wou'd be a prettier ſight in a Houſe, than a Monkey or 
2 Squirrel > Gad I'd hang Bells about his neck, and make my Valer 
ſpruce up his Bruſh Tail ev'ry Morning as duly as he comb'd my head. 

Marg. But is it poſſible (for I know you have a Miſtreſs, a Conve- 
nience as you call her,) that you cou'd leave her for me, who may be 
Usy, Diſeas'd, or a Devil indeed for ought you know ? 

em. Why, ſince you tax me with truth, I muſt anſwer like a Man 
of Honour ; I cou'd leave her for thee or any elſe of your Tribe, fo 
they were all like you---- POT 

are. But in the name of Reaſon, what is there in us Runners at All, 
that a Wife, or a Miſtreſs of that nature, may not poſleſs with more 
advantage ? 

New. Why, the freedom Wit and Roguery, and all ſort of ating, as 
well as Converſation. In a:-Domeſtick ſhe, there's no Gaity, no Char, 
no Diſcourſe, but of the Cares of this World and its Inconveniencies ; 
what we do we do, but fo dully; by Gad, my Thing ask'd me once, 
when my Breeches were down, what the Stuff coſt a Yard----Ha! what 
now, upon the Gog agen ? nay, then have with you at all Adventures, 
at leaſt to put you in mind of the Ball---- [Exennt. 


Exter Tournon. 


Toxr. Ha! yonder ſhe loſt him----ſee, what can ſhe intend by keeping 
her (elf fo cloſe----But ſee La March has ſeiz'd her, oh 1 Fe. Mylters 
will open of it ſelf. 


Re-enter Marguerite with La March. 


La M4. But have you found him falſe > 

Tour. Curſes, Damnation, 
The Racks of Womens Wits, when her Soul 
Is bawk'd of Vengeance, wait on his deſires. 

La M. Why did you leave him fo upon the ſudden ? 

Marg. Becauſe I found my Paſfion move too ſtrongly, 
My ang ah ral 7 oberoy Wols hs 

ound my Eyes grow full, my Sighs had choak'd me, 
And I was dying in his Arms---- ; 

F 


+ _—_—_— 


Li M. But now TALE” 
You have got Breath, what is your purpoſe Madam? 
N:m. 1 o meet him as I promis'd, to enjoy him 
With the laſt Pang of a revengeful Pleaſure 3 
And let him know---- ; | 
Then make him Damn himfelf with thouſand Oaths, 
That he'll ne'er ſee forfak'n Marguerite more, 
The'curſt fond, fooliſh, doting Marguerite ; 
For thus with an extorted Gallantry, 
F'Il force him to revile me to my face ; 
Then throw the Mask away, and vent my Rage ; 
Tell him he is a Fiend, Devil, Devil, Devil, 
Or what is worſe, a Man---- wy 
And leave him to the Horror of his Soul. [Extt. 
Towr. T've heard her Rave, and maſt applaud thy Conduct 
To the next task, then-whea ſhe has ſatisfied 
This odd Figary of Revenge and Pleaſure, 
Fake her in the height of her diſdain 
And ply her with the Dauphin 3 then tell exours 
Of her reſolve to caſt him further off, 
Millions to one we carry the mais 
But haft and ſcout,, while I attend the Duke, 
That harps upon the loſs of his new Miftreſs. 


Ezxter Nemours. 


New. Death and the Devil----We went talking along fo pleaſantly, - 
when of a ſudden whiſp'ring, ſhe wou'd not fail me at the Ball, ſhe 
ſorung from me at yon dark corner and vaniſh'd. Well if ſhe be a Devil, 
Hell by her ſhou'd be a merry place, or perhaps ſhe has not been there 
pet, but fell this Morning and took Earth in her way 3 my Comfort is, 
ſhall make a new diſcovery if ſhe keeps her word, and the has too much 
wit to break it before the tryes me. 
Tour. And where are you to make this new diſcovery ? | 
Nem. At the Ball in Mafquerade----Thus wou'd T have Time rowl ſtill 
all in theſe lovely Extreams, the Corruption of Reaſon. being the Gene- 
ration of Wit; and the Spirit of Wir lying in the Extga of Plea-- 
fure : Nay, the two neareſt ways to enter the Cloſet of the Gods, and 
lye even with the Fares themſelves, are Fury and Sleep----Therefore the- 
Fury of Wine and Fury of Women poſle(s me waking and ſleeping ; let 
me Dream of nothing but dimpl'd Cheeks, and laughing Lips, and low- 
ing Bowls, Fen be my Star, and Whoring my Houſe, and-Death I 
detie thee. Thus ſung Roſzdore in the Urn----Bat where and when, with. 
my Fops Wives, be- quick, thou know'&: my appointment. with this. 
unkgown, and the Minute's preciaus. 


Toxr. 
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| To: Why, I have contriv'd you the ſweeteſt Wight in the World,if 
you dare. 

Nem. Dare, and ina Woman's Cauſe ! why,I have no drop of Blood 
about me, but muſt out in their ſervice, and what matter is't which way ? 
Tour. Know Poltrot's Lady has inform'd me, how St. Andre walks in 
his ſleep, and that her Husband laſt night attempted to Cuckold him, 
that the watch'd and overheard the whole matter, but Poltrot cou'd not 
find the door before St. Azare return'd; ſhe doubts not but he will try 
agen to night----Now if you can nick the time when Poltret riſes, and 
ſteal ro her, ten to one but ſhe'll be glad to be reveng'd---- 

New. Or ſhe wou'd not have told thee the bus neſs----There wants but 
ſpeaking with her, taking her by the hand, and isa bargain---- 


Ezter Celia, Elianora Mask'd. Poltrot, St. Andre following. 


Tour. Step, ſtep aſide, they are upon the hunt for you, and their Hus- 
bands have 'em in the wind; ſtand by a while to obſerve, and T'll turn 
you looſe upon 'em---- | 

S:. A. Ha, Tournonz | by my Honour a Prize, let's board 'em. 

Pol. Be not too deſperate my little-Frigat, for I am, that I am, a 
Furious Man of Honour... | 

Gel. Now Heav'n defend us, what will you give us a Broad-{1de? 

El. Lord! how I dread the Guns of the lower Tite. _ 

* St. A. Such notable Marks-men too, we never miſs hitting between 

Wind-and Water. . 

Gel, Ill warrant they carry Chain-ſhotz Pray Heav n they do not 
ſplit us Siſter ! 

Pol. Yield then, yield quickly, or no Mercy, we have been ſo ſhat- 
ter'd to day already by two ſhe Pirates, that we are grown deſperate. 

E]. But what alas have we done, that you ſhou'd turn your Revenge 
ppon us poor harmleſs Innocents, that never wrong d you, never {aw you 

crore ? 

Gel. If you ſhou'd deal unkindly with us, 'twou'd break our Hearts, 
for we are the gentleſt things. SGeTs 

$:- 4. And we will uſe you ſo gently, ſo kindly, like little Birds, you 
ſhall never repent the loſs of your Liberty. _# 

El, T1 warraat Siſter they'll pur us in a Cage, or tye us by the Legs. 
- No, upon the word of a Man of Honour, your Legs fhall be at 

iberty. 

G:1. What will you Pinnion our Wings then, and let us hop np and 
down the Houle ? | | 

S$:. 4. Not in the Houſe where we live, pretty Soul, for there's two 
ravenous Sow-Cats will Eat you. 

El. Your. Wives you mean, | | 
_ Pol. 
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Pol. Something like, ' two Melancholy things that fic purriog in the 
Chimney-corner, and to exerciſe their ſpite, kill Crickets. 

G:L. Oh! for God-ſake keep us from your Wives. : 

St. 4. Tl warrant thee little Roſamona,ſafe from my jealous El:anor-- 

Pol. And if any Wife in Exrope dares but touch a hair of thee, I ſay 
not much, but that Wife were better be a Widow, 

El. But are your Wives handſome and well qualited ? for whatever 
you ſay to us, when you have had your will you'll home at night, and for 
my part I cry All or none. , 

Pol. And All thou ſhalt have dear Rogue, never fear my Wive's 
Beauty or good Nature, they are things to her like Saints and Angels, 
which ſhe believes never were nor never will be----She's a Baſon of 
Water againſt Lechery, and looks ſo ſharp whenever I ſee her, like 
Vinegar ſhe makes me ſwear. 

$:..4. And mine's ſo fulſome, that a Goat with the help of Cantha- 
rides wou'd not touch her. 

Gel. But then for their Qualities---- 

St. A. Such Scolds, like Thunder they turn all the Drink in the Cellar. 

Pol. Such Niggards, they eat Kitchin-ſtuff and Candles ends----Once 
indeed raving mad my Wife ſeem'd Prodigal, for a Rat having eat his 
way through anold Cheeſe, ſhe baited a Trap for him with a piece of 
pareing----But having caught him, by the Lord ſhe eat him up without 
mercy tail and all. 

El. Are they not ev'n with us Sifter ? | 

St, A. I is hop'd tho, the Hangman will take 'em off of our hands, 
for they are ſhroadly ſuſpeted for Witches, mine noints her ſelf ev'ry 
Night, ſets. a Broom-ſtaff in the Chimny, and op'ns the Window, for 

what purpoſe bur to fly ? 
Pol. Gad, and my Wife has Tets in the wrong place, ſhe's warted all 
over like a pumpl'd Orange. , 

Cel. Yet ſure, Gentlemen, you told theſe Hags another ſtory once, 
and made as deep Proteſtations to them as. you do to us? 

St. 4. Never by this hand, the Salt Souls fell'in Luſt with us, and. 

haul'd us to- Matrimony like Bears to the Stake. 
| A Ay Where they ſer - long black thing upon us, that cry'd Have and 
old. ® 

El. Put the queſtion: they had been Handſome, brought you great: 
Po: tions, were Pleaſant and Airy and willing ro humour y ou. | 


Exter Nemours with the Vidam.. 


Nem. Nay then I can hold no longer : Z'death, there's it Madam;. 
Willing ! That Willingneſs ſpoils all my Dear, my Hony, my Jewel, 
it Palls the Appetite like Sack. at Meals--.--Give me the ſmart NL! 

©. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
ſhe, that like brisk Champaign or ſpritely Burgubdy, makes me ſmack 
my Lips after ſhe's down, and long for rother Glaſs. KY 
FF. - A. Nay if your Grace come in there's no dallying, I'll make ſure 
Or ONE: , 

Pol. Nay, and for my part I am reſolv'd. to ſecure another 3; come 
Madam no ftriving, for I am like a Lion, when I lay hold, if the Body 
come not willingly, I pull a whole Limbaway---- 

New. Yes Madam, he ſpeaks truth, take it on my word who am a 
rational Crezture, he is a great furious wild Bealt. 

Eel. Pray Heav'n he benot a horned Beaſt, is the Monſter married ? 

Vid. Yes Ladies, they are both married. 

EL. Married ! For Heav'n ſake, Gentlemen, ſave us from the Cattle. 

Fol. Why, what is the Breeze in your Tails? Z'death Ladies we'l] not 
eat you. | 
k ont you ſo-2 But we'll not truſt you, I am. ſure you both look. 

ungrily. 

id. It may be their Wives uſe 'em unkindly. 

El. And the poor good-natur'd things take it to heart. 

| Czl. I (wear 'tis pity, they have both promiſing looks. 

Nem. Proceed, ſweet Souls, we'll defend you to death,ſpare 'em not. 

El. Or it may be we miſtake all this while, and. their pitiful looks are: 
cauſed by loving too much. £ | 

Vid. Right Madam, a little too Uxoriousz Ha, Ha | 

St. 4. Now have not I one word to ſay, but ſtand.to endure all Jerks: 
like a School-boy with my Shirt up: 

Pol. T'll have one flingat 'em tho' I dye for't z why Ladies you'll over- 
ſhoot your ſelves at this rate----Muſt we only be the Butts to bear all 
your Railery > methinks you might ſpend one Arrow at random, and: 
take that Daw that Chatters fo near you----Gad,. and I think I paid: ' 
em there---- 

Gel. Butts and Daw !. Let menever Laugh agen, if they be not Witty. 
too---- Why, you pleaſant Rogues; Zlife I cou'd Kiſs *em if they did nor 
ſtink of Matrimony. 

$:. 4, Mum, Mum, Mum. Did not I tell you 'twas-a- madneſs to: 
ſpeak to 'em? | 

El. They envy my Friend too here, this pleaſant Companion. 

Gel. This dear agreeable Perſon. \ 

Nem. Ay, Damme Madam, the Rogues envy us---- 

El. What a gentle Aſpect? 

Gel. How proper and Airy ? 

El. See, here's Blood in this Face. 

Vid. Pure Blood, Madam, ac your Service. 

Gzl. Will you walk dear Sir? give me your hand---- 

El. And me yours---- _ 

ems 
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Am, Come you dear raviſbing Rogues---Your Servant Mr. Butts.-: 
Vid, Gentle Mr. Butts--- = = "Yuſt +, 

Ge Wi Noe Moe, ok Hal - CB 
el, Witty Mr. Butts, Ha, Ha, Ha! - [Exeunt Nem.Vid.Cel.Fl. 

St. 4, Well, I'll to a Dutcheſs. 

Pol. Lord ! thou art always ſo high-flown----Haſt thou never a ca 

Counteſs for me---- 

$8. A. Comealong to the Ball and thou ſhalt ſee,the Duke of emours 

15 the Gallant to night---and Treats at his Palace, becauſe 'tis the King's 

Birth-day----Ler me ſee, what new Fancy for the Maſquerade ? Oh! I 

have it---Becauſe the Town is much taken with Fortune-telling, I'll a&t 

the Dumb Man, the Highlander that made ſuch a noiſe, and thou ſhalt 

B my Interpreter---Come along, and as we go I'll inſtruct thee in the 

v1gns. 

Fol. Dear Rogue, let's practiſe a little before we ſtir----As what ſign 
for Lechery,- becauſe we may Nick our Wives. 

St. 4, Why thus, that's a glanting ſqueez'd Eye --or thus---for a 
moiſt Hand, or thus, for a Whore in a corner, or thus for downright 
Cuckolding. | 
— PÞol. Well, I ſwear this will be rare ſport, and ſo my damn'd'Spoule, 
1 amreſolv'd to tickle her with a ſqueez'd Eye and a moiſt Hand and a 
Whore in a corner till 'ſhe confeſs her ſelf guilty of downright 
'Cuckoldom 3 then in revenge for her laſt Impudeace, Sue for a Divorce : 
And holding to her Face the flying Label, 

Call her in open Court the Whore of Bagel. [ Exeunt. 


SCE NK- 1 
The Prince and Princeſs of Cleve. 


P.GN AAdam, the King commands me to attend 
His Daughter into Spatz, and further adds, 
Becauſe no Princeſs Rivals you in Fame, 
'You will oblige the Court in going with me. 
Princeſs G. My Lord, I am prepar'd, and leave the Court 
With ſuch a Joy as wou'd admit no bounds--- 
P. G. As wou'dadmitno bounds ! and why ? becaufe 
Ie takes you from the Charms which you wou'd ſhun : 
This is a Vertue of ſuch height indeed, | 
As none but you can boaſt nor I deplore. 
But Madam, Rumor ſays the King intends 
To joyn another with me. 
Prenceſjs G. Who my Lord? | | 
P. CG. *'T was thought at firft the Chewalrey de Guife, 


Printefs C. 
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Princeſs G.He is your Friend,nor cou'd the King chooſe better. 
P. GC. I fay at firſt 'twas thought the Duke of Guiſe--- 
But I was ſince inſtructed by the Queen, 
That Honour's fixt upon the Duke Nemours. 
Princeſs G. Nemours my Lord? 
P. G. Moſt certain. 
Princeſs G. For what reaſon ? 
P. G. Becauſe I moy'd the Dauphin Queen to gain bim. 
Princeſs G.' Twas raſhly done, againſt your Incereſt moy'd. 
P, G. Perhaps 'tis not too late yet to tupplant him. 
Princeſs G. Do't then, be quick, Nemours will ſhare your Honours, 
Eclipſe your Glory--- ing 
P, G. Ha---I muſt confeſs 
The Soldiers love him, and he bears the Palm 
Already from the Marſhals of the Field. 
Princeſs G. And in the Court he's call'd the Riſing Star : 
You ſce each night atevery Entertainment | 
Where he moves, what Troops of Beanties follow 
How the Queens praiſe him, and all Eyes admire him--- 
P, G. Ha! Chartres--- | 
Princeſs G. Ah! my Lord---what have done ? 
P, GC. Nothing, my Ghartres, but admire Nemours ! 
O Heaven and Earth! and if-I had but Patience 
To hear you out, how had you loſt your ſelf 
On that Eternal Object of your Love ? 
No Madam, no, 'tis falſe, 'tis no \Vemours : 
*T was my invention to find out the truth, 
Your trouble has convinc'd me 'tis Aemours : 
Which curſt Diſcovery in another Woman, 
I ſhou'd have made by her too eager Joy. 
Why ſpeak you Not ? you're ſhock'd with your own. Vertue, 
1 he reſolution of your Juſtice aws you, 
Which cannot, dares not give it felf the Lye. 
 Pranceſs G. My Lord, my Love, my Life; Alas my.Glewe'! 
O pity me! I know not what to anfwer, 
I'm mortally aſham'd, I'm on the Rack z 
Bur ſpare this humble Pafſion---Take me with you, 
Where I may never fee a Man again. 
' P.CG. ORife my Ghartres! Riſe if poſſible ; 
Fll force thee ro be mine in ſpite of- Fate : 
My conſtant Martyrdom and deathlefs Kindneſs, 
My more than Mortal Patience in theſe Sufferings, 
Shall poize his nobleſt Qualities, O'Heav'n' 
No fear, my Ghartres, tho theſe Sorrows fall, 


That. 
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That I ſuſpe& thy Glory; thou haſt ſtrengrh 
To curb this Paſſton in, thatelſe may end ys. 
Allthac I ask thee, is to bend thy Heart. 
Princeſs G. 1'\] break it. | 
P, C. Turn it from Nemours, Newours:--- 
But Ot! that name preſents thy danger greater, 
Look to thy Honour then, and look to mine; 
I askit as thy Lover and thy Husband ; 
I beg it as a Man whoſe Life depends 
Upon thy Breath, that offers thee a Heart 
All bleeding with the Wounds of Mortal Love, 
All hack'd and gath'd, and ſtab'd and mangled o'er 4 
And yet a Heart fo true, in ſpite of pain, . 
As neer yet loy'd, nor ever ſhall again. [Exit P.C. 


Exter Irene. 


Ir:n. Ha! Madam, ſpeak, how is it with your Heart ? 
Princeſs G.As with a timorous Slave,condemn'd to Torments, 

Thar ſtill cries out, he cannor, will not bear it, 

And yet bears on. | 
Ire. Ah, Madam ! I weu'd (peak, 

If you cou'd bear the dreadful News I bring. 

Princeſs G. Alas! thou'canſtnot add to grief like mine. 
Irex. May I demand then, if you have not told 
The Sagret to your Husband ? 
Princeſs G, Ha | Iren---- 
Why doſt thou ask ? - 
| Trez, Becauſe but now---Tournon, a Lady of the Queens, 

Told me 'tis blaz'd at Court---MVemours confeſſed 

He is belov'd by one of ſuch nice Virtue, | 

That fearing---leſt the Paſſion might betray her, 

She own'd, confeſs'd, and told it to her Husband. 
Princeſs $ Death and pb --But does Nemours avow it ? 
Iren. He own'd it to the Vidam, who agen 

Told it to Madam Tourn0x---the to others 

"Tis true, Nemours told not the Ladies name, 

Nor wou'd confeſs himſelf to be the Party, 

But yet the Court in general does believe it. 

Princeſs G. 1 am undone---my Fame is loſt for ever, 

And death, Irene, muſt be my remedy 3 

'Tis true, indeed, I laid my Boſom op'n, . 

I ſhew'd my Heart to that ungrateful Gleve, 

Who ſince 1a dangerous ſearch of him I love; 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
To the eternal ruine of my Honour, | 9. 44:5 20 


Has truſted a third Perſon—But away 
I hear his tread, and am reſolv'd to tax him. 


Enter Princeſs C. 


Ah! Sir, what have you done ? if you muſt k1ll me, 
Are there not Daggers Poisn—Bur the Jealous 
Are Cruel ſtill, and thoughtful in Revenge; 
And ſingle Death's too little z muſt your will 
Of knowing Names, my duty durſt not tell you, 
Oblige you to betray me to another 3 
So to divulge the Secret of my Soul, 
TT hat the whole Courc muſt know it ? 
P. G. Ha! know what ? 
Know my Diſtonour, have you told it then? | 
Princeſs G. No, 'tis your ſelf, 'cis you reveal'd it Sir, 
To gain a Confident for more Diſcovery, 
A Lady of the Queen's juſt now declar'd-it, 
To your eternal Shame you have divulg'd it, 
She had it from the V1dam, Sir, of Ghartres, 
And he from the Duke Nemours —— 
P. G. Nemours —- 
. How, Madam, faid you—What-Aemours—MNemours ! 
Does Nemours know you love him? Hell and Furies ! 
And thar I know it too, and not revenge it ! 
Princeſs G. That's yet to ſeek, he will not own himſelf 
To be concern'd, he offers not at names, 
But yet 'tis found, 'ris known, believ'd by all, 
He cannot hold it, "twill be ſhortly poſted, 
That Glewe your Wife's that curſt diſhonour'd She 
You told him of: | 
P.G. Ist poſſible I told him? 
Peace, Peace, and if ic lyes in Humane Power 
To reaſon calmly, tell me Murd'refs, tell me, 
Compoſe that Face of fluſh'd Hypocrikie, - 
And anſwer to a truth— Was it my Intereſt 
To ſpeak of this? was I not rather ty'd 
To with it buried in the Grave in Hell ! 
Whence it might never riſe to blot my Honour —— 
Bur you have ſeen him, by my hopes of Heaven, 
You have met and interchang'd your ſecret: Souls ; 
On that Complotted; finceI bore {o tamely .; - _ 
Your firſt Confeſſion, I ſhou'd bear = latter, 


Princeſt G, 


4? 'Fho Pancefs of Cleve.. / 
Princeſs CG. Believe it if you pleaſe—— 
P. G. I muſt believe Ih—— J 
This laſt Proceeding has unmask'd your Soul, 
He ſees you ev'ry hour, and-knows you love him : 
Nay, for your greater freedom, you have joyn'd 
To make this loath'd deteſted:Cleve your Stale. 
Ha——1 believ'd you might ofercome this paſſion, 
So well you knew to Charm'me with the thow 
Of ſeeming Vertue, 'till I loſt my. Reaſon. 
* Prianceſ. G. *Tis likely Sir, it was but ſeeming Vertue,. 
; And you did ill to judge ſo kindly-of me— 
8 I was miſtaken too-in that Confeſſion, | 
| Becauſe I thought that you. wou'd do me Juſtice: 
P, GC. You were miſtaken -when'you thought IF wou'd; 
Sure you forgot that I was deſperate, 
Sentenc'd and doom'd by Fate, or rather damn'd 
To love you to my. Grave--And cou'd I bear 
A Rival, what and when I was your Husband, 
And when you own'd your paſhors tomy face, 
Confeſs'd you lov'd me much—Byrtlov'd him more -- - 
 Ha—Is not this enough to nake memad? - 
: Princeſs G. You have the power. to fet all right agen; 
Why do you not end me ? " 
P, G. No, I'll end my: ſelf; — l 
My Toughts are grown too violent for: my Reafon. 
By this laſt uſage, Oh! Thou-haft undone me ; 
I- know not what—-Phis ought not to be thine—- 
Thave offended and wou'd Sue for pardon ; 
But yet I bluſh, che Treaſon is 
After that moſt unnatural Confe 
I: wonder now that I have liv {6 
Confefs and then cvs 
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The Princeſy-of Cleve! 
My Bower at Noon the ſhade of ſome old-Trees : | 


ur 5 


With whiſtling Winds t?endulge my pomp of eaſe, 
And lulling Murmurs rowl'd from neighb'ring”Seas. 
Where I may fometimes haſten to the Shore, 

And to the Rocks and Waves my Loſs deplore : 
Where when I feel my hour of Fate draws on, 
Leſt the falſe World thow'd claim a parting groan; 
My Mothers Ghoſt may riſe to fix my mind, 

And leave no thought of tenderneſs behind. 


Fins AGns Tertii. 


—— 


ACT IV. SCENE IL 


Much, Songs, Makers, &c., 
Nemours with Muſick, Lady Poltrot. ' | 


New, E has confeſs*'d to me he intends to Cuckold S?. Anare 
| when he walks in his ſleep——Therefore if Love ſhou'd 

2X inſpire me to'nick -che opportunity, - I hope you will not 
bar the-door which your Husband ophg—— | 

L. Pol. ingrateful Monſter ; | 

New. Ingrateful, that's certain, and it lyes in your power to make 
him a Monſter. 

L. P, I dare not. 

New. What ? 

L. P. Truſt you. O43 TAH 1 ANT} SONS 

New. Nay then IT am ſure thou wilt, let/me but in to ſhew the power 
you have over me. & 

L. P. As how my Lord? | LTD 

ANem. Why, when I have thee in my Arms, by Heav'a Tl quit my 
Joys at thy-defire—— COUNT 125th tot THY Oh 

LP. That'will indeed be a perfe@' tryal- of your love 3 come then 
through the Garden back-ſtairs, and wheh- you ſee the Candle pat'our, 
. thruſt opn the door. | SIDE 
New. By HeavnT!ll eat thy hand—Thou dear ſweet Seducer, how 
it fires my Fancy to ſteal into a Garden, to ruſtle through the Trees 
to ſtumble up a tiatrow - pair of BEE ſtairs; to whiſper ms 

A _ hole 


44. I Princeſs of Cleve: 

| _ of the door, td kiſfs.it.open, and fall: into thy Arms with a flood 
of Joy | | 

P, Farewel, the company comes, I muſt leave you a while, to - 
engage with my Husband, you'll fall afleep before the hour —— 

/emr, If T do, the very tranſport of Im2gination ſhall carry me.in my 
ſleep to thy Bed, and T'llwake'in the AR. | LExit L. Pol. 
S0 there's one in the Fernbrake, and if ſhe ſtir till Motning TI have loſt 
my aim; but now, why what have we here ? a Hugonot Whore by this 
light——Bave I? For the forward brisk, ſhe that promis*d me the Ball 
Aſſignation, that ſaid, there was nothing like ſlipping out of the crowd 
into a corner, breathing ſhort an Ejaculation, and returning as if we 
came from Church——Let me ſee, I'll put on my Mask, fling n y 
Cloak over my ſhoulder, and view 'em as they paſs, not thou'nor thou— 


- 


Exter Tournon in the Habit of a Fiugonot. 


« Tour. Ah thou unclean Perſon, have I hunted thee there like a Hart 
from the Mountains to the Vallies, and thou would'ſt- not be found ; 
verily thou haſt been amongſt the Daughters of the Philiſtines—Nay, if 


you we Innocent, ſtand before me, and reply to the words of my 
mout | 


New. I ſhall truly- 

Tozr. Say then——Baſt thou not defil'd thy ſelf with any Dalilah, 
fince laſt you felt upon-my Neck and loved much ? 

Nem, Nay verily 

Tour. Have you not overheated your Body: with adulterate Wines ? 


have you not been art a Play, nor touch'd Fruit after the leud Orange 
Women ? | 


New. I am unpolluted. 


Tour. And yet methinks there is not the ſame colour in your cheeks, 
nor does the Spirit dance in your Eye as formerly,- why do you not ap- 
proach me?  [Unmaiking. 
New. Tournon tarn'd Heretick ! why thou dear Raskal, this is ſuch a 
new Frolick, that though I am engag'd as deep as Damnation to another, 
thon ſhalt not *ſcape me. [Marg. ciags him on: the ſhoulder. 
' Mar. 1 lovea Man that keeps the Commandment his word. 
New. And I a Woman that ' breaks hers with her Hasband, yet loves 
her Neighbour as her ſelf—1I wou'd fain be in private with you. 
. Gil. AndI with you, becauſel am reſolv'd never to {ee you more. 
New. Never to {ce me more? the reaſon. 
Cel. Becauſe I hate you. | ; 
Nem. AndyetlI believe you love me too, becauſe you are preciſe to 
the Minute. ' Oi 
'. Cel. True, yetL hate you juſtly, heartily and maliciouſly——— 


New . 


_ ». The Princeſs of Cleve. 4s 
Nem. By Gad, and I'll love the as heartily, juſtly and malicioufly, as 


thou canſt love me for thy blood; come away Riddle; and I'll unf61d 
thee. E361 . | Exeunt, 


Poltrot, St. Andre diſgnis'd with Elianora, L; Poltrot coming up - 
to enmm--- / 


El:a, But is it true indeed, that your Friend can tell all the ations of 
our Life paſt, preſent, and to come, yet cannot ſpeak one word? 

Pol. O he's infallible ! why what did you never hear of your ſecond- 
ſight men, your Dumb Figh-landers that tell Fortunes > why you wou'd 
think the Devil in Hell were in him, he ſpeaks exactly. 

Elia. 1 thought you had ſaid he was Dumb ? de 
Pol. Right, but I am his Interpreter, and when the fit comes on him, 
” blows through me like a Trunk, and fſtraic I become his ſpeaking 

rumper. 

L. ?. Pray, Sir, may not I have my Fortune told me too? 

Pol. Ay—and there were a thouſand of you, he wilt run you 'em over 
like the Chris{-cro-row, and never mils a tittle z he thall tell ye his 
name that cry'd God bleſs you when you ſneez'd laſt, telllyou when you 
my laſt, when and where you ſcratch'd laſt, and where you fate o' 

aturday | 
Ela. Pray let him tell us then, for we are Siſters, our Tempers and 

Conditions,' whither married or unmarried, with all the Impertinences 
thereunto belonging-— 

Pol. P11 fpeak to him—Son of the Sun, and Emperor of the Stars—— 

St. A, Ha, Ha 

Pol. Look ye, look ye, he's pleas'd to tel] you, but you muſt go near 
bim, for he muſt look in your hand, touch your Face, Breaſts, and 
where-ever elſe he pleaſes. | ; 
- St. 4, — Makes Horns with both his hands, puts his Finger in his 
Mouth and Laughs. | 

Pol. In nomine domine Bomine. I proteſt I am confqunded ; well 
Ladies, I cou'd not have thought it had been in you, but 'tis certainly 
true, and I muſt out with it ; firſt he ſays, you are both married, you 
are both Libidinous beyond example, and your Husbands are the greateſt 


Cornutcors in Chriſtendom 
Ela. 
L PC Indeed. | 
Pal. Ay indeed, indeed and indeed——He ſays you are a couple of 
Meſſal:na's, and the Stews cannot fatisfie you 3 he ſays your thoughts are 
ſwelld with a Carnofity 3 ,nay, you have the Green Sickneſs of the 
Soul, which runs upon nothing but weighing Stallions, churning Boars, 
and-bellowing Bulls L, P. 


$6 The Princeſs of Cleve, _ 
IL.'P. O! Iconfe(s, I confefs——But for Heav'n ſake, dear Sir —= 
-Let-it not take Air, for then weare both undone. | £ 

Elia. O ! Undone, undone Sir, if our Husbands ſhou'd know it, for 


\_-theyarea couple of the Jealouſeſt, .troubleſome, impertinent Cuckolds 


_ alive. 48% 

Pol. Alack! Alack—O Fezatel! but I will have my Eunuchs fling her 
from the Window, and the Dogs ſhall eat her. 
L,” P. But, pray Sir, ask him how many times 
Pol. What, bow many times you have Cuckolded 'em ? 
Elia. Spare our Modeſty, you make the Blood fo fluſh in our Faces. 
Pol. But by ove Tl let it out, I'll hold her by the Muzzle, and ſtick 
her like a Pig 

L.P, Wil you ſpeak to him Sir ? 

Pol. See, he underſtands you without it, he ſays your Iniquities are 
innumerable, your Fornications like the hairs of your head, and your 
Adulteries like the Sands on the Sea-ſhorez that you are all Fiſh down- 
ward; that Lot's Wife is freſh to you, and that when you were little 
ons of Seven, 3'ou were ſo wanton, youe Mothers ty'd your hands be- 
hind you 

Elia. Allthis we confels to be.true, but we confeſs too, if Fate had 
found out any ſort of Tools, but thoſe leaden Rogues our Husbands. 

L.P. Whoſe Wits are as dull as their Appetites—— 

El. Mine ſuch a Urenfil, as is not fit to wedge a Block: 

L. P. Nor mine the Beetle to drive him 

-$:. 4, Nay then 'tis time to uncaſe and be revengd. 
L, P, Heark you Strumpet 
El. Ji Ha, Ha, are you not fitted finely, 
L.P.\ —You muſt turn Fortune-teilers, muſt you ? 
Eli. And think we cou'd not know you? © 082 | 
-L, P. Well Gentlemen, thall homely Beck go down with you at laſt ? 
Pol. But didſt thou know me then indeed? | 
-'L, P. As if that ſiveer Voice of yours cou'd be diſguis'd in any ſhape. 

Pol. Nay, I confeſs I havea whirl in my Voice, a warble that is parti- 
cular —— - 

El. And what ſay you Sir, ſhall muſty Wife:come into Grace agen ? 

St. 4. Sheſhall, and, here's my hand on't, all Friends Ve, and when 
]leave thee.agen, may. I be Cuckold 1a earnelt. 

Pol.. Certain as I live, all this proceeded from his Lady, my dreaming 
Cuckold Wifecou'd never think ont; well, am reſolv*d.this very-nightr, 
when he Rambles in his ſleep,to watch him, {lip to his Wife and ſay no- 
thing. Hey ! "Come, come, where are theſe Dancers, a little Diverſion 
and then for Bed. | | | 


: Dazce. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. HF: 
Dance. 


Tour, to Elia. have lock'd the Yidams in your Cloſer, who will be 
fare to watch your Husbands riſing, therefore be not ſurpriz'd 
[Exit Tournon. 


St. 4. Come, well let's away to bed. 
Et. And what then? | 

St. 4. Nay, Gad that I can't tell, for what with Dancing, Singing, . 
Fencing, and my. laſt Dutcheſs, I am very Drowzy. 

Pol. And ſo am I, perhaps our Wives have givin us Opt, leſt we 
{hou'd diſturb 'em in the night. 

El:- Don't theſe Men deſerve to be fitted ? 

Gel, They do,. and Fortune grant they may—Hear us, O! hear us- 
good Heav'n,. for we pray heartily. 

EBxennt as Nemours and Marguerite-enter.. 

Necm. Was ever Man fo bleſt with ſuch poſſeffion, 

Thou Ebbing, Flowing, Ravithing, Racking Joy ; 

A Skin ſo whiteand off, the yielding Mouſi 

Lets not the Fingers ſtay upon the dint, 

But from the beauteous Dimples flips *em down 

To pleaſures that muſt be without a name. 

Yet Hands, and Arms, and Breaſts we may remember, . 
And that which I ſo love, no ſmelling Arr, 

But ſweet by nature, as juſt peeping Violets, 

Or op'ning, Buds. 

Marg. Than you do love me ? 

New. O ! I couw'd dye methinks this very hour: . 
Burt for the luſcious hopes of thouſand more, 

And all like theſe, yet when FE muſt goour, 
Let it be thus, with beauty laughing by me, 
Songs, Lutes and Canopeis, while IT Sacrifice 
To thee: the laſt dear ebbing drop. of Love. 
But ſhow me now that face. 

Mare. No, you diſlemble, you fay the ſame thing to every one you: : 
meet ; I thought once indeed to have fixt my Heart upon you,. but. Pm: 
off agen, and am reſolv?d you thall never ſee me. | 

Nem. You dally, come, by all the kindneſs paſt. 

Marg. Swear then. 

{Vem. What ? | 

Marg. Never to touch your dear Domeſtick ſhe, . 

That lives in Shades toall the: World bur me. 
Do you gueſs I know you now?-- | ay 
/ex, I do, and ſwear, but are tlieſe equal Terms, that. you ſball never- 
touch a Man but me ? - Fry 
Marg. 
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Mag. 1 will—But how can you convince me? Oaths with you Liber: 
tines of Honour are'to noe POR | 

Aem. But this muſt fatisfie.thee, there is more pleaſure in thee after 
Enjoyment, than in her and all Womankind before it ; thou haſt Inſpi- 
ration, | may and Tranſport, all theſe bewitching Joys that make 
men ma | , 

Marg. {nmaiking] And thou Villany, Treachery, Perjury, all thoſe 
Monſtrous, Diabolical Arts, that ſeduce- Young V irgins from their Tn- 
nccent homes, to ſet 'em on the High-way to Hell and Damnation. 

New. Ha! Ha! my Margzerite, is't poſſible? 

Marg. Call me not yours, nor think of-me agen, 

I am convinc'd you're Traytors all alike, 

And from this hour renounce you 
Not bur II! be reveng'd, 

Yes, I will try the Joys of Life like you, 

But not with Men of Quality, you Devils of Honour 3 

No, I will fatisfie 

My Pride, Diſdain, Rage and Revenge more (afely, 

By all the Powers of Heav'n and Earth I will ; 

I'll change my loving lying Tinſel Lord, 

For an obedient wholſome drudging Fool. : 

NVem. Why this will make the matter eaſ{ie to both, 

Take you your Ramble Madam, and I'll cake mine. 

But is't poflible for one of your nice taſt 

To Bed a Foo] ? 
Marg. 'To chooſe, to chooſe my Lord - 

A Fool,now by my Will and pride of Heart, 

There's Freedom, Fancy and Creation in't, 

He truckles to the Frown; and cries forgive me ; 

Beſides the moulding of him- without bluſhing 3 

And what wou'd Woman more, now view the other 

Your Man of Senſe, that vaunts deſpotick Pow'r, 

That reels preciſely home at break of day, 

Thunders the Houſe, brains half the. Family, 

Cries, where's my Whore, what will ſhe Stew.cill Doomſday ? 

When ſhe appears, and kindly goes to help him, 

Roars out a Shop, a walking-ſhop of Sceats, 

Flavours of Phyſick, and the clammy Bath, 

The ſtench of Orange-flow'rs, the Devil Pulvilio; 

Theſe, -thele, he crixs, are the Bleſt Husband's Joys ! 
NNem. I (wear moſt natural and unaffeted—Ha ! Ha— 

Marg. Burt if he chance to uſe her civilly, 

Take heed, there's.covert malice in his Smiles, 
Millions to one the Villain has been Whoreing, 


= 
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The Princ, S of Cleve. 
And comes to try Experiments on her, - 
Beſides a thouſand under Plots and Crofles,  - 
Preſcribing lence ſti]] where-e'er he comes, 
| No chat, he cries, of Colours Points or Faſhions. 
{Vewr, Preach on Divine, Ha, Ha 
Marg. Lee me not hear you ask my ſickly Lady, 
Whither ſhe found*Odbſtruftions at the Waters. 
New. Fye, that's Obſcene 
Marg, Thus Damns the Aﬀectation of our Prattle, 
And Swears he'll Gag the Clack, or what is worle. 
AVem. Nay, hold — 
Mare. Send for the new found Lock 
Nem. What Mad 
Marg. Do Villain, Traytor=—— 
Contrive this Miſchief, if thou canſt, for me, | 
Send thou the Padlock, but I'll find the Key. Exit. 
ew. Whir goes the Partridge on the purring Wing— 
Yet when I ſee my time I'muſt recall her, | 
For ſhe has admirable things in-her, ſuch as if I gain not, the Princel; 


of Clewe may fix me to her, without nauſeating the Vice of Conſtancy — 
Ha ! Bellamore. 


Enter Bellamore. 

What News, my Dear, Ha—Haſt thou found her > Speak. 

Bell. T have. 

Aem. Where, how,. when and by what means ? 

Bell, Afﬀcer 1 had enquir'd after the Prince's Health, 
I ask*d a Woman of his Lady, who told me, 
She was retir'd into the'great Bower in the Garden. 

Aem, The very place where firſt I ſaw and loy'd her, 
When after I had fav'd the Prince's Life, 
He brought me late one ev'ning to the view, 
There Love and Friendſhip firſt began 
My Love remains and Friendſhip, as 
Much-as Man can have for his Cuckold. 
Nay, I know not that Man upon Earth T love ſo well, or cou'd take fo 
much from, as this hopeful Prince of Cley Did(t thou ſee her in 


the Garden - 

Bell. My Ia, I did, where ſhe appear'd like her that gave Aeoz 
Horns, with all her Nimphs about her, butie in tyeing Knots which ſhe 
took from Baskets of Ribbons that they brought her ; and merthoughte ſhe 
ti'd and unti'd 'em ſo prettily, as if ſhe had been at Croſs Queſtions, or 
knew not what ſhe did, her'Face,. her Neck, and Arms quite bare 

Aem. No more, if I live [1 ſee her to night, for the Heroick Vein 
comes upon me—Death and the Devil, what ſhall become of the back- 


H ſtair 


© The Princeſs of Cleve. 
ſtair Lady then—Heark thee Belamore, take this Key, doſt thou hear 
Rogue ? go to St. 4ndre's Houſe, through the Garden up the-back-ſtairs, 
puſh open the door and be bleſt. Hell! can't I be in twd places at once ? 


Heark thee®give her this, and this, and this, and when thou biteſt her 
with 2 parting blow, figh out Nemours. : 


Bell, VI do't 


Enter the Prince of Cleve. : | 
Nem. Go to Tournon for the reſt, ſhe'll inſtruct thee in the Manage- 
ment: Away. "es LEx1t Bell. 
Ha ! he comes up but ſlowly, yet he ſees me, 
Perhaps he's Jealous, why then I'm jealous roo 
Hypocriſie 2nd Softnefſs, with all the Arts of Woman, 
'T1þ my Tongue. 
 P.C. I come, my Lord, to ask you if. you love me. 
New, Lovethee, my Glewe, by Heavn, eer yet I ſaiy thee, 
Thuz were my Prayers ſtill offer 'd to the Fates, 
If I muſt chooſe a Friend, grant meye Powers 
The Man I love may ſeizemy Heart at once 
Guide him the perfe&t temper. of your ſelves, 
" Withev'ry manly Grace and ſhining Vertue 
Add yet the bloom of Beauty to his Youth, 
That ] may make a Miſtreſs of him too. 
P. GC. OHeav'n ! | 
 Nem. That at firſt view our Souls may kindle, 
And like two Tapers kindly mix their Beams; 
I knelt and pray'd, and wept for ſuch a Bleſſing, 
And they return'd me.more than I-cou'd ask, 
All that was Good or Great or Juſt inthee. 
P. G. You ſay you love me, Imuſt make the-proof, 
For you have brought it to a doubt— 
New. In what ? 
P. GC. In this, you have not giv'n me all your Heart,. 
You Muſe of late, ev'n on my Bridal day, 
I ſaw you-ſfit witha too thoughtful brow, 
You ſigh'd-and hung your Head-upon-your Hand: 
Nay in the midſt of Laughter FR 
You ſtarted, bluſh'd and cry'd 'twas wond'rous well, 
And yet you. knew not what—Speak' like-a Friend, 
What 13 the cauſe my Lord? 
Nem,. Shall I deal plainlyewith you? Pm not well: 
P. G. Ido belieyeat, how hap'ned-the Diſtemper ?- 
| Nem. | is-too deep toſearch, | 
Nor caa I tell you. | 
P. G. Then you're no Friend. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Shou'd Clewe thus anſwer to Nemours, l cannot : 
Say rather that you will not truſt a Man 
You do not love. 
Mem. By Heav'n I do. 
P.C. By Heav'n you do? Yet tis too o bp to ſearch 
For ſuch a ſhallow Friend. 
Nem. Of all Mankind 
You ought not—— 
P. G. Nay, the reſt. 
Mem. It is not fit, 
Be ſatisfied, I'll bear it to my Gave 
Whate'er it be. 
P.C. You arein Love my Lord, 
And if you do not Swear—Buce where's the need ? 
You ſtart, you change, you are another Man, 
You bluſh, you're all conſtraint, you turn away. 
ANem. Why take it then; 'cis true, I am in Love, 
In 1 orture, Racks, inall the Hells of Love, n 
Of hopeleſs, reſtle(s and eternal Love. 
P.C. Her name my Lord. 
Nem, Her name my Lord to you ? 
P.C. To me Confuſion, Plagues and Death upon me, 
Why not to me ? And wherefore did you ys i: 
Of all Mankind [ ought not—There you ſto 
But wou d have id—To pry into this b = 
Yet (peak to eaſe the Troubles of my.Soul, 
By all our Friendſhip, by the Life Leng gav'it me, 
I doconjure thee, thunder in my Ears, 
'Tis Chartres that thou lov'ſt, Chartres my Wife. 
New. Your Wife, my Lord? 
P. C. My Wife, my Lord, and I muſt have you own it. 
New. I will not tell you Sir, who 'tisI love, 
Yet think me not (o baſe, were it your Wife, 
That all the ſubtleſt Wir of Earch,or Hell 
Shon'd make me vent a Secret of that nacure 
To any Man on Earth, much leſs to you. 5 
P.C. Yet you cou'd balely reſl.it co the _ 
And he to all the Court ButT waſte time, 
By all the boiling Venom of my Paſſion, 
Il make you own it &'er we-part——Diſpatch, . 
Say thou haſt Whor'd my Witke, Damnation on mz, 
Pronounce me Cuckold. 
Nem. But then give ny (elf the Lye, 
Who told you juſt mm I wow'd _ {peak, M 
2 0 
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Tho I had dohe it Which] ſwear I have not—— 

Beſide, I fear you are going Mad. 

P, G. Draw then and make it up, 

For if thou doſt nor own. what I demand, 

What you both know and have complotted on me, 

Tho neither will confeſs, I fwear agen, . 

That one of u; mnſt fall. 

Nem. Then take my Life. be, 
P. CG. I will, by Heav'n, if thou refuſe me Juſtice 3 

Draw then, for if thou doſt not I will kill thee, 

And tell my Wife thou baſely didſt confeſs 

Thy Guilt ar laſt, in hopes to ſave thy Life. 

Nem. Thar is a blaſt indeed, that Honour ſhrinks at, 

Therefore I draw, but Oh! be witneſs Heav'n, 

With ſuch a trembling Hand and bleeding Hearr, 

As if I were to f:ght againſt my Father. 

Therefore I beg thee by the name of Friend, 

Which once with-Ffalf this Suit wou'd have difloly'd thee s 

I beg thee, gentle Cleve, to hold thy hand. 

P. C. I'm Deaf as Death, that calls for one or both. 
[Cleve & drſarm'd, Nemours grves him his Sword agen. 

New. Then give it me, I arm thy hand agen, 

Againſt my Heart, againſt this Heart that loves thee 

* Thruſt then, for by the Blood that bears my Life, # 

Thou ſhalt not know the name of her I love; 

Not bur I ſwear upon the point of Death, 

Your Wite's as clear from me, as Heav's firſt made her. 
P. CG. No more my Lord, you've giv'n me twice my Life. 
Nem. Are you not hurt ? | 
P. C. Alafs, *ris not ſo well, 

I have no Wound but that which Honour makes, 

And yet there's fomething cold upon my Heart, 

E hope 'ris Death, and T ſhall ſhortly pay JOU, 

With Ghartres love, for you deſerve her better. 

New. No Sir, you ſhall not, you ſhall live my Lord, 

And long enjoy your beauteous vertuous Bride z 

You ſhall, Dear Prince, why are you then ſo cold 2? 

P. CG. I cannot ſpeak 

Bur thus, and thus, there's ſomething riſes here. 
New. Ii] wait you home, nay, ſhake theſe drops away, 

And hang upon my arm ; 

P. G. ] will do any thing, 

So you will promiſe never toupbraid me. 

New. I'(wear I will not. 


P, G. 
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P, G. But will you love me too 
As formerly ? 
New. 1 AER far more than ever. | 
P.C. Thou know'(t my Nature, ſofr, yet Oh ſuch Love ! 

Such Love as mine, and injur'd as I thought, * 

Wou'd ſpleen the Gaul-leſs Turtle, wou'd it not ? | : 
New. It wou'd by Heav'n—You make a Woman of me. [Weeping. 
P, G. Why, any thing thou ſayſt to humour me, 7-0 

Yet it is kind, and I muſt love theſe Tears, 

I hope my Hearc will break, and then wereeva ; 

Yet if this cruel Love thy Cleve thou'd kill, 

Remember after. Death thou lov'it me {t11!!, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE LIL 


Enter Tournon with the Vidam. 


Tour.QO let that corner be your Poſt, and as ſoon as ever you ſee 

' St. Azare come ſtalking in his Dream, flip to his Lady, and 
when you have agreed upon the Writings, I'll be ready to bring you ott 
with a Witnels : 

Vid. Thou Dear obliging | 

Tour. No more o' that z away, mark but how eaſily thoſe that are 
gifted with Diſcretion bring things about 3 in the name of Goodneſs ler 
Men and Women have their Risks, bur ſtill be careful of che Main— 
Here's a hot-headed Lord goes mad for a prating Girl, Treats her, Pre- 
ſents her, Flames for her, Dies for her, til] the Fool complies for pure 
Eove, -and when the bus'neſs fails, is forc'd to live at laſt by the love of 
his Footmen ; but ſhe that makes a firm Bargain, is commonly thought 
2 great Soul, for my Lord having confider'd on'r, thinks her a Perſon of 
depth, and fo reſolves to have it our of her——Bur why do I talk fo 
my ſelf, when there's ſomething to do, certainly I thou'd have miade a 
rare Speaker in a Parliament of Women, or a notable Head to a Fe- 
male Jury, when his Lordſhip gravely puts the queſtion, whither it be 
Satts or Non Satts or Nunquam Satis, and we bring 1t in [2707 amy 
Ha! but who comes here ? I muſt attend for Belamore. 

Enter Poltror, Celia over-heartng. 

Pel. My Wife and I went to Bed together, and Il! warrant full ſhe 
was of Expectation, ſo white and clean, and much inclin'd to laugh, and 
lay at her full length,. as who wou'd ſay come eat me. 

Cel. Said ſhe ſo ſweet Sir ? pF 

Pol. Not a bit by the Lord, -not I, not-I R 

Gel. Alas ! nice Gentleman. \, | 

Pol. A Farmer wou'd ſay this was barbaroufly done, becauſe he lov 
Beet But I have Plover in reſerve: Ha! St, Anare, heark, 


$ 
hear 
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hear him buſtle, O Lord! how my heart goes pi a pat ! nay, I dreamt 
laſt night I was Gelt nter St. Andre 1n ht ſleep. 
'[is he, 'ris he, by the twilight I ſee him— ?? The Vidam goes 1n—— 
Ay, now the-politick head goes, 'it ſhall be branch'd by and by—What 
was that ſtop for, there's neither Gate nor Stile in your was 3 now by 
that ſudden ſtretch, he ſeems as if he wou'd take a jump, or praRice on 
the-High ropes O your humble Servant Sir, I'il but do a little bus'neſs 
for you, and be with you agen. Nay, look-you 'Sir, I have as many 
Bobs as Democritus when he cry 'd Poor-lack—There's more Pride ina 
Puritans Band, ſhort Hair, and Cap pinch'd, than under a Kings Crown. 
Poor Jack, Citizens, Citizens, look to- your Wives, the Courtiers 
Gs look to em, they'll da 'em, look to 'em, they'll do '*em, Poor 
Jac 

St. 4. Ha! Ha! You'll tickle me to deth=—Nay, prithee Pez— 
Your Miſtref(s will hear us—Thou art the wantoneſt Rogue 

£Exter Tournon with Bellamore. 
Tour. Madam. - 


Cel. Here's. 
Tour. Here's a,Thief Irogk in your Chamber —— 


B-1. Ah Madam ! retire for a moment, and I'll make you the whole 
Confefho1. a 


Gel. Confeſs and you know what follows, however I am reſolv*d to 


hear what you can ſay for your ſelf. [ Exeunt. 
- $2. 4. Nay Piſh, nay Fie ſweet heart——» 

er P11 ki yop if Icans ©. 0 

I did not take Yau jor to be T5 OW 

Such 2 kind. of a Min. [Re-enter Poltrot, 


Bur 1'll go call my*Mother as loud-as I can cry, 
Why. Mother, Mother, - Mother, out upon/you, Fye. 

Pol. O Lord ! Q Lord ! I had like to bave trod upon. a Serpent thar 
wand haye bit. me:to geath. I went tatake vp, the Cloths as gently as 
I cop d-tor wy Lite, when a great huge hoarte Voice-flew- in my face, 
with Damme you Son.of a Whore, I'll cut your Throatz you may guets 
I withdrew, for o' my Conſcience the Fright had almait made-me un- 
clea> « but Þil ro my awn Spoule, and it-the Lord be pleas'd to bring 
me off fafe this bout,. [1l never, never go a-Cuckold-making agen while 
any Eyes are-Open.” | - : | 04.3 CEx::., 

St. 4. Heark, my Wite's coming up Stairs———Help up with my 
Breeches {o, io, {mooth the Bed——- What damn'd Luck's this— 
So, fall a rubbing the Room agen Heark you White, Gelta has been 
upon the hunt for you all this day, the's: below in the Garden, .go, go, 
we'll kiſs when you come back—— Now Jirrab, now-you Rogue, ſhe's 
. . Zone, Come, come, lale not your Opparmanity,, L11 keep an. my Breeches 
ir {ear ——Ay ? NO, no, ROT upoR tne Bd, Pith, a841n(t the back * 

this 
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this Chair-—Won't it—How can you-tell—Try—T1! buy thee a'nevw 
Gown, anda Fan, anda lac'd'Perticoat, aad pay thee-double Wages 
O! thou dear pretty ſofc ſweet wrigg'ing Rogue, what wou'dſt thou 
dodge me, Gad but Il] have thee, G2d bat Ill catch theez Ay, and 
have at thee agen and agen. | LExit. Re-enter Poltror. 
Pol. Was ever Man of Honour thus unfortunately mer with 2 1 went 
into my Chamber and rrod is ſoitly.as a halt-ſtarv'd Mouſe, for fear of 
waking my Cat, whea cominz cloe to my Bzd (14e, mechouzh: 1: rock'd 
to anJ fro like a great Cradle, and th2 Cloaths heav'd as if ſome Bealt 
lay blowing there—But the Beaſt was by the Bed-(idz it ſeems —Yes, I 
am, anJ who'cag help its as very a Cornu:o as e'er was grafted 
I heard my beloved Wite too—The Plagues of Ezypt on her—— Speak 
ſo lovingly and gy, By apr Nay, Prithee my Dear—Nay, now 
' you are tireſome—T ſhall oe aſham'd-to look you ia the face agen ! Why, 
ow Will ſhe look upon me then? O Lord—-O Lord—What ſtall I do? 7 
ſhall I ſtand thus like a Cuckoldly Son of a Whore, with my Horns ia 
my Pocket and not be reveng'd 
| eter St. Andre 
But here comes as very a Cuckold as my ſelf, I am reſfolv'd to wake 
him, and we'll fall upon *em together -—— Allo, St. Azare, St. Anare. 
St. 4, Ti—ti *tis m—im—im—poſlibie 1-1-I ſhou'd be the Man, 
Fo-Fo-For I cannot ſpeak-a plain word: | 
Pol. You're a Cuckold, a Cuckold, a Cuckold. 
$2.4, Why lo-lo-look you, Ifid it co-co cou'd not_ be me, for Sir, 1 
all the World knows I am no Cu Cu-Cu-ckold. 
Pol. Wake, wake, I ſay, or I'll ſhake the bones out of your Body, 
your Horns are a growing, your Bed is a going, your Heifer's a Plowing. 
St. 4. Why, let her Plo-Plo-Plow on, if the Se-Se-Seed be well 
Sown, we ſhall have a good Cro-Crop 
Pol. Worſe and worſe, why then I.will roar out dire&tly and raiſe the- 
Neighbours—Help! Ho, Help ! Murder! Murder ! Fire! Fire! Fire! 
Cuckoldom ! Cuckoldom ! Thieves! Murder! Rapes! Cuckoldom ! 


Enter the Vidam and Bellamore. The Vidam comes up to-Poltror, 
ſhoots off .@ Pftol, St. Andre and Poltrot fall down together—Tour- 


non enters with the Ladies Tournon. leads off the Vidam ann 
_  Bellamore. 


Gel, Thieves! Thieves! Ho ! 7aques! Pedro—Thima— 
Elia: Thieves! Thieves ——Wake! wake! my Lord. 
St. 4. Waking) Why, what a-Devil's the matter ? where am I? 
Elia, O! you'll never leave this 11] habit of walking in your ſleep — 
- *Tisa mercy we had not all been Murder'd— You. went down in your 
Shirt Sir, open'd the door, and let in Rogues that had like to have cut 


all, 
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all our Throats—But for the future T am reſolv'd to tye you to me with 
- the Bed cord, rather than endure this — 

St. A. Where's Poltrat > + .. 

Cel. Murder'd Sir, here! here! here! one of the Villains difcharg'd 
a Piſtol juſt in his- Belly —— — | 

St. 4. Shot in the Guts! Lord bleſs us! here Thomr. a light ! light ! 
light! ſhot in the Guts ſay you . | 

Pol. Oh | Oh—Lower, lower, lower—Feel, feel, ſearch me, lower, 
lower | 

St. A. Cold hzreabouts—Let's bear him to his Bed, and fend for a 
Surgeon 

Pol Softly ! ſoftly! ſofclp—Come not near me Crocodil ; Oh ! Oh— 

St. 4. Unhappy Chance, no where bur juſt in the Guts ? 

Pol, Yes, yes, yes, in the Head too, in, the Head Man, in the Head : 
Nay, and let me tell you, you had beſt ſearch your own, but bear me off 
or I ſhall Swoon, I feel tomething trickle, rrickle in my Breeches ; 
On [ On [ On [ | [ Exeunt. 


S GENE; £1 L 


Exter Nemours, Pedro [:{ nt. 


Am. A Laf! Poor Prince, I proteſt the Violence of his Paſſion has 
caſt him in a Fever, he dies of it And how then? ſhall 
I Marry the Princeſs of Glewe, or ſtick to Marguerite as we are ? for 
- *tis molt certain the has rare things in her, which I found by-my laſt 
Experiment, and TI love her more than ever, almoſt to Jealontie ; be- 
ſides Tourron tells me, the Dauphin begins to buz about her agen, and 
who knows bur in this heat of hers, as the favs, ſhe will hang her (elf 
out to ſale, bur he may nick the time and buy her ——I like not cthat—— 
No, I'll throw boldly, clear the. Table if I can, - if not, "tis but ar laſt 
forſwearing Play, ſhake off my new acquaintance, and be eatie with 
my reſerve——Heark, I am juft upon the Bower Mufick— + 
Pedro. I have hitherto obey'd my MafteF's order, bur I'm reſolv'd to 
dog him till he's lodg'd IG 
 Ne.Now do I know rhe Preciſe will call me damn'd Rogue for wrong- 
ing my Friend, eſpecially ſuch a ſoft tweet natur'd Friend as this gentle 
Priace———VerilyT (iy chey lye in their Throars, were the graveſt of 
*em in my condition, and thought ir thou'd never be known, they wou'd 
rouze up the Spirir, caſt the dapper Cloak, leayg off their humming and 
haing,, and fall roo like a Man ot Honour. 23 Ext. 
_ Fears Vil face him till he enters the Bower and then call my Lord, CEx. 


Scene 
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The Princeſt of keg Irene. 1 
$8, 0-"N"'G;, 


T 9b Selina, Innocent 7} - RANG 
From all the dangerous Arts of Love, 

Thu in a Melancholy Grove . ifs 1 rode ba 
Enjoy'd the 7 gs of ber Privaty, . | _ 7, 
Till th'envious Gods defiening toundo her, | ( -T 
0s the Swaiy, not aulike them, to wo her * 


ft was not lon g er the 4fg Jen 4 di take, 
A gentle Youth born to L445 
Deceir)d the too too eaſie Ma | 
Her Scrip and Garlanas ſoon bl; aid forſake, Ae ms 
And ralhly told the Secrets of her Heart, op 2771 VIEGE. 
Which the fond Man would ever more impart. ECT 
Falſe Florimel, Joy of my Heart, ſaid ſhe, - 
'Tic hard to Love and Love in wan, . 
To Love and not be Lov'd again, Yo 4rono Ht 9dT 
And why ſhou'd Lave and Prudence diſagree? . a one's IT, > 
Pity ye Pavers thas | at eaſe above '; eG, 
If &er you knew what "tes to be tt Love. | 


Princeſs G. Alas! "ey I do believe FP LOTY 
The Man thou repreſents him 3 yer, Oh ! Heav's,. 
And Oh my Heart ! in ſpite of m reſolves, oe 
Spite of thoſe matchleſs Vigrues "myHusband, TI 
I love the Man my reaſon bids me hate: 
Yet grant me ſome few hours ye Saints to live, 
That I may try what Innocence ſo arm'd | 
As wine, with vows can db in ſach a cauſe! 
- The War's begun, the War of Love and Vertue; . | 
And I am fix to conquer or to dye. . 
Iren. Your Fate is hard, and ſince you honour'd me 
- With the important Secret of your Life, | 
Pve labour'd for the Remedy of Love. | 
Princeſs G, I muſt to Death own thee ny. better US 
Thou know'ſt the ſtruglings of my wounded Sou), 
Haſt ſeen me ſtrive 2gual this as Pallicn, 


Till 
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Till I have lain like Ste on the Rack, 
My Veins half burſt, .m ary Eve ballefigt, 

My Brows wal 4 Br drone. eat, 

Which ſtr2n 

Ir. Alaſs I weep to fee yo ro oper | 

Princeſs G.Thou A nor mecurſe the hour,wv hen firſt | ſhy | 5 
The fatal charming Face of lov'd Ve be p56 
Haſt heard the Death-bed Couinfel of my Mother. 

Yet what can this avail, ſpite-of my. Soul +: 

The Nightly Warnings from her dreadful Shroud 2. 

I love Nemours, I languiſh for Nemuure 

And when I think to baniſh him.my Breaſt, _ 

My Heart rebels, I frets on 8h Sis Þ nec 
That choaks me up, tremb n Head to: Foots > ani 
A ſhog of Blood'a 4 Sing 2d-mens Fears, x ge oÞ 
 Convullions, gnawing Criek and angry Tears. 


Enter Nemours. 
Ha ! but behold—My AT I. chan. 
X New. O! Lober nf a by 7 Rn, 6 ROOT, BLY 
pare me a minute's an Re | 
Eee re 2 Pd SY 
Nem. O! I muſt ſpeak of AY | | 


Princeſs C, Dye __, cer thus, refine! © violate - | 
The Honour of your Fri 37; our own and minew—— | | 
New. Yet hear me; an Ear, bal lg: Sacred, } | | 
Never to ſee you more. *. TY | 
Prizceſs G. Speak then=—And BIR your word. 
_ CG. pf rorpons _ Death ! h $; j i | | 
em. Did you but at, is loye. like me, . TAY aka 
Mas oy a dawn of BI hea wall L - 
Tamms the night in broken $ 2 *\y : 
d in the reſtlels tides>f bas * 
Wit Eyes for ever running o'er with Tears; 
To leave my. Couch, and fly to "Fo. 0] i ently 
Tiinvoke the Stars, to curſe t \ ION - TH 
To talk likes Mad-mea to the (TE old Baw'rs Ad | Þ 
Cou'd you know this, yerble Wy. BT; ior, > 03.80” 't 
Jf thus it throws my Booy at your Feet + | | 
Oh ! ly not hence © 


Vouchſafe bur juſt to view me in 7 
I ask not Love, but Pity from the 


Princeſs G. Oc "7 Hbifrmy Heart, sf" 7708121 110 
whit LY 2 arg I oy New. 


2 v1 


ing Grief rang fr from my torcur'd Brain. : 


-_ 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Nem. The HeavenlyPowers' | + - © 
Accept the pooreſt Sacrifice we bring,  - 
A Slave to them's as welcome as a King. . 
Behold a Slave that Glories in your Chains, ' 
Ah ! with ſome ſhew of Mercy view my Pains 3 | 
Your piercing Eyes have made their ſplendid way, 
Where Lightning cou'd not pals— w_ 
Even through my Soul their pointed Luſtre goes, 
And Sacred Smartupon my Spirit throwss/ - 
Yet I your Wounds with as much Zealgefire, | 
As Sinners that wou'd paſs to Blifs through Fire, 
Yes, Madam, I muſt love you to my Death, 
I'll figh your name with my laſtgaſp of Breath. 
Princeſs G. No more, I have heard you Sir, as-you deſrr'd, 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 
Reply not, but withdraw, if poſſible 3 _ 
Fix to your word, and let us truſt our Fates, | 
Be gon I charge you, ſpeak not, but retire: [Ex:t.Nem. 
P.C. Excellent Woman, and Oh! matchleſs Friend, - 
Love, Friendſhip, Honour, Poiſon, Daggers, Death. [Fels. 
Princeſs G. O Heaven! Irexe,help! helpthe Prince my Lord. 
My Deareſt Cleve, wake from this Dream of Death, 
And hear me ſpeak———* 
P, G. Curſe on my Dilpolitign, | 
That thus permits me bear the Wounds of Honour ! 
And Oh! thou fooliſh, gentle, love-fick 'Heart, | 
Why didſt thou let my hand from ſtabbing both ? 
Princeſs G. Behold, 'tis'yet my Lord within your Power - 
| Togive me Death | 
P, C. I doentreat thee leave me, 4 
I'm bound for Death my ſelf, and Iwou'd make 
My paſlage eaſe, if you wou'd permit me: 
All that I ask thee for the Heart IT gave thee 3 
And for the Life I love in thy behalf, 
Is, that thou'dſt leave me to my ſelf a while, 
And this poor honeſt Friend 
. Princeſs G. I wou'd obey you, 
But cannot ſtir I know, I know/my Lord, 
You think that I deſign'd to meet Neweours 
This night, but by the Powers above I Swear. 
P.C. O! do not Swear, for Ghartres credit me, 
There isa Power that can and will revenge ; 
Therefore dear Soul, for I muſt love thee ſtill, 
If thou wilt ſpeak, confeſs, repent _ fault, 
2 
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And thou, perhaps, may'ſt find a door of Mercy : 
For me, by all my oe of Heay'n,:I-ſwear - 
LP now forgive thee=—Oh } my Heart—— 
earo, thy arm, Jet me to bed—— 
Princeſs G. And do you then refuſe 
My help? ect 
\ P, G. In Honour Chartres, after ſuch a Fall, : 
I ought not to permit that thou, ſhop*'dſt rouch me—— 
Princeſs E. But Sir, I will, your arm 2: Fil hold you all 
Thus in the cloſeſt ſtricteſt deare@ Claſps z 
Nor ſhall yoy dye believing my Dithonor, 
I {wear I knew not of Nemours his coming, 
Nor had I ſpoke thoſe words which yer were guiltle(s, 
Had he not vow dnevyer to ſee me more: 
By our firſt Meeting, by our Nuptial Joys, 
By my dead Mother's Ghoſt, by your own Sprrit 3 
Which Oh! I fear is taking leave for ever, 
E {wear that this is true | 
P, GC. I do believe thee 3 _. 
Thou haſt ſack Power, ſuch Charms in thoſe dear Lips, 
As might perſ{wade me that I am not dying, 
+ Off Pearo, by my moſt-untimely Fate 
'Eſwear—I'm reconcil'd ; and heark thee Clever 
If thou doſt Marry, Ha ! I cannot ſpeak, 
Away to Bed, yet love my Memory —— 
Princeſs G. To Bed, and muſt we part then ? 
P, GC. O! wemuſt—— 
Were I tolive I ſhou'd not fee thee more—— 
But ſince Lam dying, by this Kiſs I beg thee, 
Nay, I command thee part, be gone'and leave me. 
Princeſs G. 1 gO, an leave this Farewel Prayer behind me: 
For me,. if all 've {aid be not moſt true, 
True as thou think'ſt me Falſe, all. Curſes on me -\ 
The Whips of Conſcience, and the Stings of Pleature, 
Soars and Diſtempers, Diſappointments plague me ; 
May all my Lite be one continu'd Torment, 
And that more Racking than a Woman's Labour ; 
In meeting Death may my. leaſt Trouble be- t | 
As great as.now wy parting is with thee. LExeunt ſeverally, 
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© The Princeſs of Cleve. 
"ATT XC JEENT'L 
_ Poltrot, Bellamore. 


Pol. Take her into Grace agen? — Why ſure you wou'd 

have her bring me to that pals lhe did in Exgland, when my 

Lord Hairbrain us'd to keep me in awe ſtand biting my Lips, twiſting 

myHar, playing with my Thumbs while they were at ir, and I durſt not 
look behind me. ET 

Bell. Meer Jealouſie ; you ſay your {elf you aw nothing. 

Pol. No Sir,+I thank you, I had more care of my Throat z neither is 
this the firſt Faults for once upon a time, a little while after we were 
Married, at Loydoz—a Pox o' that Cuckolding Trojan Race; ſhe was. - 
ralking to me one day out of her Window more pleaſantly than ordi- 
nary—And acted with her Head and Body wondrous prettily—Butting 
at me like a lictle Goat, while I butted at her agen. I being” glad ro 
find her in ſo good humapr, what did I Sir, but ſtole away, and came 
ſoftly up the back-ſtairs, thinking to cry Bo—But Oh! Lord—How was 
Lppnoce IneKs to find my Lord Hazrbrain there all in a Sweat 

ifing and Smacking, Pufhng and Blowing ſo-hard, you wou'd have 
ſworn they had been at Hot-cockles— 

\Bell, A little Familiar perhaps, things of Cuſtom —— 

Pol. Ay Sir, Kiſs my Wife and welcome, but for that Zeal in her ſhogging 
and Butting——Molz wee tangere I cry——1I am ſure it ran fo in my Imz- 
oimation, I bave been Horn-mad ever fince——1 herefore ſpare your 
pains, for I am reſolute. | 


Bell. E721 come, take her into Grace agen, '"twas but a ſlip. 


Pater Ceha. 


Bell. See where ſhe comes my Lord-— Bur you: are reſolv'd you 
lay However, let me adviſe you, have a care of making her de- 
ſperafe. - [ Exit. 


Seek, Gelia, not to ſhun me, for where'er you fly, 
Tl follow——hang upon thy knees and dye.. 


Pol.” Deſperate——Damn her, Polluter of my Sheets—Dama her.. 


Pal. 


&> - The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Poltrot, behold—— Ah! canſt thou ſee me kneel, 
And yer no Bowels of Compaſſion feel ? 

Why doſt thou bluſter by me like a Storm, * 

And ruffle into Frowns that Godlike Form? 
Why doſt thou turn away thoſe Eyes of thine, 

In which Love's Glory and his Conqueſts ſhine ? . 

Pol. What is this thing call'd Woman ? ſhe is worſe 
Than all Ingredients ram'd into a Curſe. 

Were ſhe a Witch, a Bawd, a Noſeleſs Whore, 
I cou'd forgive her, ſo ſhe were no more : | 
But the's far worſe, and will in time Foreſtall 
The Devil, and be the. Damning -of us all. 

Cei. Yer Hononr bids you ſink with her you call 
So fou], whoſe Frailties you too ſharply nam'd ; 

Like 44am you ſhou'd chooſe with hero fall, 
And in meer Generoſity be Damn'd: 

Pal. No, by thy (elf, and all alone be curſt, 
And by the Winds thy Venom duſt be hurl'd ; 
For thou're a Serpentequal to the farſt, 

And haſt the will to Damn another World. 

C:1. Butam i not thy Wife? Lee that attone— 
Pol. My Dear Damn'd Wiſe, I do confeſs thou art 
Fle't of my Fleſh, and Bone too of my Bone, + 
Wou'd mine had all been broke when firſt thou wert. 

Gel. Why then 11] cringe no longer, heark you Sir, lezve off your 
Swelling and Frowning, and awkward ambling, and tell me in fine, 
whether you'll be reconcil'd or no, for I am reſolv'd to ſtoop no longer 
toan ungrateful Perſon, 

Pol. To your Husband, to your Head, toyour Lord and Maſter, you 
will not Goodey Bathſkeba, but you cou'd ſtoop your 'Swines Fleſh laſt 
nizht you-cou'd, to your Rank Bravado, that wou'd have ſtruck his 
Tusks in my Guts ; he had you with a Beck, a Snort, nay, o' my Con- 
{cience thou wou'dſt not give him time to ſpeak, but huncl'd him on 
the fide like a full Acorn'd Boar; cry*d Oh ! and mounted 
on Are you reſolv'd then, never- to take we into Grace agen for 
one Slip? 790 

Pol. No, I'm the Son of. a Carted Bawd if Ido; a Slip do you call 
it? what, when heard the Bed crack with the Violence of my Cuckol- 
dom !- No, 1 will aſcend the Judge of my. own Caule, proceed to Con- 
demnarion, and baniſh thee for ever the Confines of our Beneyolence— 

Cel. What here, before the /:aam here ? 

Pol. Yes, Impudence, before the V:dam: and the Duke {Vemours ; nay, 
to thy eternal Confuſion, I will poſt thee in the Market-place z bur 
firk T1! fiad our St. Andre, and tell him the whole matcer, that he 

may 
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may know too, "what 2 Ram his bleffed Ewe has made him, and 


thin ——— | 

Cel. Ard ther Pll have'your Throat cur,  - © + 

Pol. Ha }- Tygre(s, cut my Throat ! why thou Shee Bear ! chou Dam of 
Lyons Whelps, thou Cormorant of Cormorants, - why what wile thou 
devour me Horns and all? . , 

Cel. He that miſsd your Guts in the dark, fall take better aim at 
your Gullet by day-lightz nay, to thy Terror of Heart be it known, 
- thou Monſter of il! nature, if 1 wou'd have confented Jaſt right to have 
run his Fortune, which is no ſmall one, he wow'd have murder'd thee 
in thy Bed, for I heard him ſpeak thefe very words, Let him lye, Is 
Mortuts—e&- tn limbo Patram— Where I muſt have pray*d for that un- 
thankful Soul, or thou wou'dſt have been Damn(d to all Eternity, dying 
ſuddenly and without Repentance 

Pol. O Lord! O Lord! In Mortar, & in limbo Patrum ; what, to 
be toſs'd on burning Pitchforks for my. Sins, why, what a Bloody- 
minded Son of Bel:al is this ? Fo 

Cel, In fine, fince you will hive the truth, he has long had a deſign 
upon both our Bodies, to Raviſh mine; and ripopeb yours. | 

Pol. Why then he's a Cannibal; Lord! Lord! Lord! Lord! why 
what pleafure can it be to any Mar: to rip me open? to Ravith thee in- 
deed, there's ſome Senſe in that—But there's none in ripping me open 
why this is ſuch a brutiſh Cruelty | 

Cel. Rogue, and ſo I told him—— Therefore when he found that no- 
thing cou'd make me conſent to yu Murder, he Swore, and caught 
me by the hair, 1f I ſtir'd, or made the leaſt noiſe, he wou'd Murder - 
us all, ſer the Houſe of Fire, and fo leave us to our ſelves 

Pol. And fo thou wert forc'd to conſent ; why then by this Kiſs, I 
Swear from my Soul, which might have been Damn'd as thou ſayfi, bur 
for thee, 1 forgive these—And what was he that Cuckolded St. Azayre, 
fuch-another Mephoſtophilus as this too ? 

Cel, O! my Dear, there are not ſuch a pair of Fiends upon Earth 
agen—— Why, they look upon'r as a Favour to our Sex if they Ravith 
a 3 wh for you muſt know they were *formerly - Heads of the 
Bandittt——— 

Pol. Well, and I muſt praiſe thy Diſcretion in Sacrificing thy: Body, 
for o' my Conſcience, if they had feen this Smock-face of mine, ] had 
gone to pot too before my -Execution. ' 2d (LS; | 

Gel. They ſent their Pages this Morning to know whether it was our 
pleaſure to have your Throats cut: But-we anſwered 'em all was well, 
and, defir'd 'em as ever they hop'd to. fee us agen, to ſtir no-farther in the 
matter. | | - | 

Pol. Mum, Mum; dear ſweet Soul, fecure'my Life and' thou ſhalt 
command me for the fature with' as full a '{wing as *thou canſt ps 

| | only 


\A) 
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only like thoſe that uſe that exerciſe, ler-it -be too and fro,, ſometimes. 
at home and ſometimes abroad, and we'll be as merry as the day is long, 
Cel. Be thou but true to me, and like the- Indian Wives, I'll not 
out-live thee ; 

Pol. And I'll Swear now, that was kindly ſaid, as I hope for mercy, 
but it makes me weep, what burn for me—And ſhall I not return, I 
will, I will, I will retura when thou doſt burn ; : 

| Ezter St. Andre, Elianor. 
Nay, when thy Body in the Fire- appears, 
My Gholt ſhall riſe and quench it with his Tears. 

. St. 4. All Fleſh is Grafs, that's certain, we're all Mortal, the Court's 
in Mourning for the Prince of Glewe, the Vidam of Ghartres is extreamly 
griev'd Heark you Pltrot, ſure as I am alive he dy'd of Jealouſie. 
Well Ne/e, for this laſt care of thine, I Swear to be conſtant to thy 
Sheets; and as thou ſayſt, I think it will not be amiſs to tye me to 
thee now and then for fear of the worſt——Ha! Poltrot : 

Pol. Ha ! Bully, I heard your kind Expreſſions to Four Mele, and Ill 
Swear T1! vie thee with who ſhall love moſt, for Ill Swear theſe daily 
Examples make mythair ſtand an end——Cut my Throat, and rip me 
open, he ſhall Cuckold me all over firſt, like the Man in the Almanack, 
"nay, he ſhall Ravith her while I hold the door tomy own deflow'ring. 


SCE NB 41, 


Tournon, Nemours, 


A*m.D Elolv'd never to ſee me more, and give up her Honour to 
.. LY theDauphin, that puling ſniveling Prince, that looks as if 
he ſuck'd ſill, or were always 1a a Milk Diet for the Sins of his Floren- 
tine Mother: | j==4 | 
Tour, Bleſs me! you are jealous. 2 | 
| New. I confels it—The laſt time I had her in Diſguiſe, ſhe made 
Juch Diſcoveries as I ſhall never forget: Loſe her I muſt not, no, I'll 
loſe ai Limb firſt,” therefore go tell her, tell her the Prince of Cleve's 
Death has wrought my Converſion, I grow weary of my wild Courſes, 
r__ of my Sins, am reſoly'd to leave off Whoreing and warry his. 
ife | 
Tour. So the Town talks indeed: 
Nem. The Town is as it always was and will be; a Talk, a Hum, 'a 
Buz, and a great Lye——Do as I bid thee, and teil her, juſt as yowlefe: 
me, I was BOLD to make my Court to the Princeſs upon her Husband's 
Tomb, which 4s true too, I mean a Viſit by the way of Conſolation , - 
not 


, 
el 
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Nor-but T knew it the only opportunity to catch a' Woman in the undre 
of her Soul; nay, I wou'd Chooſ ſuch a time for-my life, "and "cis ti j 
the reſt of thoſe ſtarts, and one of the Sorrfl of their Nature—— Why 
they melt, nay, in Plagues, Fire, Famine, Wir, or any rear Calamity— 
Mark it—Let a man ſtand bur right before *em, and like hunted Hates 
they run into his lap. - 
Toar, But who's the Inſtrument to bring you to her ? 
Nem, Her cle the V:idam, ſhe lies' at his Honfe immur'd in a. dark 
room, with her Husband's _ inher view, and fo reſolves, he ſays; 
for Death, However Dil ſound herin the ebb of her Soul, if my Boat 
run aground *tis but calling for Mprguer:ite, and' ſhe'll weep a Tide that 
ſhall (et me afloat agen As thus, I'll lay the Dauphin in her diſh, 
noſe her in the Tiptoe of her Pride, Railing, Lying, Laming, Hanging, 
Drowning, IDying, and ſhe comes abour agen. 7: 1 DExet; 
Tour. Go thy ways Petroniws, nay, if he were dying too, with his 
Veins cut, he wou'd call for Wine, Fiddles and Whores, and laugh him- 
ſelf into the orher World. 
| Exter La March. 


Where's Marguertte ? | | | 
La M. She follows like a Wind, with ſwollen Cheeks, roffled Hair, 
and glareing Eyes, the Princeſs of Glewe has found her Fury, nor will the 


yet believe it. Te” 
SCENE 11II 


The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene #7 arg; Song, 4s the Princeſs kneels at 
the Qtate, | $3. LI. T8. FAD LO 

Princeſs G.F NEad thou dear Lord—Yer from thy Throne of Blifs, 
If any thing on Earth be worth thy view, _ - - ' .. - 

Look down and hear me, hear my Sighs and Vows, 

Till Death has made me cold,and Wax like thee : 

Water ſhall be my Drink and Herbs my Food, 

The Marble of my Chappel be my Bed ; | 

The Altars Steps my Pillows, while all night 

Stretch'd out, I groaning lye, upon the Floor, | 

Beat my (woll'n Breaſts, and thy dear loſs deplore. 

Iren, Ah | Madam, what a Life have you propos'd? 
Princeſs G, Too little all for an Offence like mine ; 

Yet Death will ſhortly purge my droſs-away, 

For Oh! Ireze, where's the Joy I find it here, | 

Yes, I ſhall dye without thoſe violent means 

That might-have hazarded my Soul—O Heaven | 

O thou that ſceſt my Heart, and know'ſt my Terrors, 

Wilt thou forgive thoſe Crimes I cou'd not help, 

And wou'd not hide ? | \ JAM 


Ire4, Doubt not but your Account _K F Shall 
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Shall ſtand as fair in his Eternal Book, 

As any Sam above— 
Princeſs C.. Take, rake me then. _. 

From this bad World, quend theſe ebellions thoughts 3 ; 

For Oh! I have a pang, a longing WI 

To ſee the Lucklels Face of lov'd Mewours, 

To gaze a while, and take one Jaft Farewel, 

Like one thats. *y Te a Limb—'Tis gone— 

It was corrupt, 2G angreen to my Honour, 

Yet 1methinks wou'd view the bleeding part, 

Shudder a lictle— Weep—and grudge At parting. 

But by rhe Soul of my triumphant Saint, 

I ſwear this longing 1s without a gujlr, 

Nor hall 1 it ever be by my _appoiticmenr. 

Enter Nemours. 

Fen. But if he ſhou'd attempt this cruel viſir, 

How wou'd your Heart recerve him ? 
Princeſs G. With ſuch Temper, 

So clear and calm in beight.of my Misfortune, 

As thou thy (elf, perhaps wou'dit wonder ac. 
Iren. Ha ! but he's here 
Princeſs G. 1s't poſſible my Lord? 

Has then my Uncle thus betray'd my Honour ? 

_ Am. Start not,” nor wonder MAGA, but forgive 

The /i4am: who has thus as 4 'd yc Fre, 

To enda wg rt 'Wretch 7H If be Love on: 
Princeſs G. For V6: A Lor + a a time for Love, 

In Tears and Blacks, very Death? 

But what's your iow if I{hou fr to hear you? 

Ah! What can you expect from rigorous Vertue, . 

From Chaſtity as cold as Cleve hamfelt > 

You that are nade, my Lord, be ather Pleaſures—— 
Neem. Is this then the reward of all my Paſſion ? 

As if there cou'd be any Happin 

For this diſconſolate Abd retch, 

Burt in your Love al | 
Princeſs G. You're p fl 4 my. ord 

That I ſhou'd entertain you, and I will, 

Before this dear Remembrancer of Cleve ; 

We'll talk of murder'd Love—And you ſhall hear 

From this abandon'd paxt of him that WAas,. | 

How much'you have been, lov / $0: / 
Nem. Ha! Madam — | x 

., Prgnceſs VU. Yes, 


Siphing I Tay it Sirg you have inſpir'd me | With 


The Princeſs of Cleve: 
WithNomething which. I never felt before : 4 
That pleas'd and tes the quicknings of firſt Loves 
Nor fear'd him then, when with his Infant Beams, _ 
He dawn'd upon my chill and ſenſeleſs Blood. 
But Oh ! when he had reach'd his fierce Meridian, 
How different was his form! that Angel Face, 
With his ſhort Rayes, ſhot to a Blaring God. _ 
I grew inflam'd, burnt inward; and the Breath. 
Of the grown Tyrant, arch'd my Heart to Aſhes. 
Nor need I bluſh to make you this Confeſſion, 
Becauſe, my Lord, *tis done without a Crime. 
Nem. Becauſe for this moſt bleſt diſcovery, 
I am reſolv'd to kneel an Age before you. 
Princeſs G. Riſe, I conjure you, riſe; I've told you nothing 
But what you knew, my-Lord, too well before: - 
Not but I always vow'd to keep thoſe Rules 
My Duty ſhou'd preſcribe. 
{NVem. Strike me not dead 
With Duty's name, by Heav'n I Swear you're free 
As Air, as Waters, Winds or open Wilds,, 
There is no-Form of Obligation now 3 
Nay, let me fay; tor Duty : O forgive me, 
'Tis utmoſt Duty now te keep that Love 
You have confels'd for me. 
Princeſs G. "Tis Duty's Charge, | 
The voice of Honour and the cry of Love, 
That I ſhou'd fly from Pars as a Peſt, - 
That I ſhou'd wear theſe Rags of Life away 
In Sunleſs Caves, in Dungeons of Deſpair, 
Where I ſhow'd never think of Man agen. 
But more particularly-that of youz . 
For Reaſons yet unknown. 
New, Unknown they are, 
And woud to Heav'n they might be ever ſo, 
Since tis impoſſible they ſhow'd'be juſt; 
Nay, Madam, let me fay the Ghoſt of Glewe—_— 
Princeſs G, Ah! Sir, how dare you mention that dear name, 
That drains my Eyes, and cries to Heav'n for Blood. 
Name it no more without the Conſequence, 
For 'tis but too too true, you were the Cauſe 
Of Cleve's untimely Death, I Swear TI think 
No leſs than if you had ſtaob'd him through the Heart. 
em. O | Cruel Princeſs, but why ſhou'd I anſwer, 
When thus you raiſe the ſhadow of a reaſon 130 
To ruin me for ever? Is it a fault. K 2 7M 
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To Love? Then blame not me 3 No, Madam, no, vet 
But blame your ſelf, who told ir royour Husband 5 © 
But Oh ! you wou'd not argue thus againſt me -- 

If ever you had lov d—— 
You have deceiv'd your ſelf and flatter'd me 
Why am I thrown elſe from -the Glorious Height; - 
Snatch'd in a moment from my bliſsful State, 
And hurPd like Lightning by the hand of Fate ? 
Princeſs G. Be ſatisfh'd, my Lord, you are not flatter'd, 
I have ſuch Love for you,” that Duties bar, 
Wou'd prove too weak to hinder our Engagement. 
But there 1s more. Ju, 
Mem, More Fancy, more Chimera! 
But let it come, PI] Rand the ſtalking Nothing, 
And when the bladder'd Air wou'd turn the Ballance, 
T Il caſt in Love ſubſtantial, pondrous Love, 
Eternal Love, and hurl him to the Beam. 
But ſpeak, and if a Hell of Separation 
Muſt part my Soul and Body, do not Rack me, | 
Burt let the Poyſon ſteal into my Veins, 
And Damn me mildly, Madam, as tt: can. ne 
Princeſs G. Hear then,my boſom thought—'Tis the laſt time 
I &er ſhall ſee you, and 'ris a poor reward . 
For ſuch a Love, yet, Sir, 'tis all I have, 
And you muſt ask no more. | "y | | VL 
New. Be Witneſs, Heav'n; - | J 
Of my Obedience, I will ask her nothing; | 
Princeſs G. Know then, my Lord, you're free, and Tam ſo: 
Free for the eternal Bond of Marriage 
My Heart too is inclin'd by Love like yours, 
Nor can fear the cenſuring World ſhou'd blame us: 
But now, my Lord, What Power on Earth can give 
Security that Bond ſhall prove Eternal ? 
'  Nem. Ha! Madam. 
Princeſs G. Silence, filence I command you 
No, no, A\emours. Fknow the World too well, 
You have.z Senſe toonice for long Bajoyroene, 
Gleve was the Man-that-only cou'd love long : 
Nor can I think his paſſion wou'd have laſted, 
Bur that he found I cou'd have none for him. 
"Tis Obſtacle, Aſcent, and Lets and Bars, - 
That whet the Appetite of Love and Glory ; 
Thele are the fuel for:that fiery Paſſion, 
But when the flaſhy ſtubble weremove,. 5. 
"'The God goes out and there's an end of Loye. wY New, 
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New. Ah Madam! I'm notable to contain, '' + 
But muſt perforce break your commands to' anſwer, 
Once to be yours: is to be for ever yours, 
Yours only, without thought of other Woman. 
Princeſs G.Why this ſounds well and natural till you're cloid, 
But Oh! when one ſatiety. has pall'd you, 
You ſicken at each view, and ev'ry glance 
Betravs your guilty Soul, and ſays you loath her. 
I know it, Sir, you have the well-bred caſt 
Of Gallantry and Parts to gain ſucceſs ; | 
And do but think when various Forms have charm'd you, 
How I ſhou'd bear the croſs returns of Love? 
Nem, Ah Madam! now I find you're prejudic'd 
To blaſt my hopes. 
Princes G. *Tis Reaſon, all calm Reaſon 3 
Nature affirms no violent thing can laſt, 
I know't, I ſee't, ev'ry new Face that came 
Wou'd charm you from me—Ha! and cou'd I Love 
To lee that Faral day, and ſee you ſcorn me, 
To hear the Ghoſt of Glewe each hour upbraid me 3 
No, 'tis impoſſible, with all my Paſſion, 
Not to ſubmit to theſe Almighty Reaſons 3 
For this I brave your nobleſt Qualities, 
F'll keep your Form.at diſtance, curb my Soul | 
re ger of Smiles and Tears, and Prayers and Oaths, 
And all the Blandiſhments of Perjur'd Love : 
I will, I muſt, I ſhall, nay, now I can, 
Defe to Death the lovely Traytor Man. 
{\Vem. No. Madam, think not you ſhall carry't thus, 
*Tis nor allowable, *tis paſt example, 
'Tis moſt unnatural, unjuſt and monſtrous ; 
And.were the reſt of Women thus reſolv'd, 
You wou'd deſtroy the purpoſe of Creation. 
Ls when I have the happineſs to pleaſe, 
hen Heav'n and Earth combine to make us happy, 
Will you defeat the aim of Deſtiny, 
W moſt unparallel'd extreams of Vertue, 
hich therefore take away its very ou ? 
Princeſs G. Away, I muſt not anſwer, but conjure you: 
Never to ſeek occaſion more to ſee me 3 
Farewel 'Tzs paſt. 
| Ae. I cannot let you go OED 
I'll follow on my Knees, .and hold your Robe, 
Till you have promis'd me that I ſhall ſee you, 


To ſhew you how each gay by {low degrees. | y 
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] dye away : This you ſhall grant by Heav'n, 
Or ou ſhall ſee my Dio let- out before you.. [Ie 

Prineck G. Alas! Nemours, O Heay'n! why muſt it be, 
That I ſhou'd charge you with the death of Glewe ? 
Alaſs! why met wenot Cer L engag'd SY, 
To my dead Lord? And why did Fate divides ? 

em. Fate does not, No— 

'Tis you that croſs both Fortune, Heav'n and Fate ; | 
'Tis you obſtru&t my Bliſs, *tis you impoſe 
Such Laws as neither Senſe nor Vertue warrant: 
Princeſs G. *Tis trae, my: Lord, I offer much to duty, - 
Which but ſubfiſts in thought, therefore have patience, | 


Expect what time, with ſuch a love as mine, 
May work in your behalf; my Husband's death 
90 bleeding, freſh I ſee hine inthe Pangs; 
Nay, look, methinks I ſee his Image riſe. 
And point an everlaſting Separation; | 
Yet Oh! it ſhall not be withouta Tear. New. O! tay. 
Princeſs G. Let go, believe:no other Man 
Cou'd thus have wroughtme., but your ſelf, to: Love—— 
Mem. Stay then. : 
Princeſs G. 1 dare not—Think I love: you ſtill - 
Aem 1 do—Burt ſtay and ſpealk it o'er agen——— 
Princeſs G. Believe that E ſhall: love you to-my death. 
ex. I will. Butlive and love me. L- n 


Princeſs G. Off, 1 charge-you; 

Believe this parting wounds me like the Fate 
Of Cleweor worſe : Believe, but Oh! farewel 
LMem. Believe, but what? Thar:laſt thought implore. : 

Princeſs G. Believe that you ſhall-never ſee me more. - F Ext. 
| | Enter tbe Vidam. KITENTD HJ.  * \4 S 
Vid. Well, and how goes.the Game? What; on the Knee; a-gather'd 
Brow, anda large dew upon-it? Nay; than you are a looſer. 
Lew. Didſt thou fee her.paſs?: 
__ #Fid. Tdid—ſhe wrung me by thehand and ſigh'd, 
Thea look'd back twice, | 
And totter'd on the threſhold at the door. 1 | 
New. Believe that you ſhall never ſee me more—ſhe:Lyes, I'll Wager 
my State, I Bed her eighteen months three weeks hence, ar half an-hour 
paſt two in the Morning. | 
H1d, Why Faith, and that's as exa& as &er an -Aftrologer of em all. + 
{Vem. Give me thy hand, Vidam, I know- the: Souls of {.- | 
Women better than they, know themſelves; 
I know the Ingredients juſt. thatmake 'emi up, 
_All tolooſe Grains, the ſubtleſt-yolatile Atoms, - With 


- 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
With the whole Miſh-maſh of their Compoſition. 
Heark there without, the voice of Marguer:te, 
Now thou ſhale ſee a Battle worth the gazing, 
Mark but how eaſily my reaſon flings her, 

And yet atlaſt PI! ſwing into Friendſhip 

Becauſe I loveher— Ezxter Bellamore. 

Bell. The Princeſs——- ſhall I Rop her ? 

* Nem., No, let her-come, + | 
With flying Colours, and with beat of Dram——— 
Like the Fanatick, I'll but rub me down, 
And then have at her, /:ia4am, ſtay you here 
By Heav'n I'm jealous of this changeable Stuff, 

Therefore the hits will be the livelier 6 both ſides, 
The Dauphin, but no more—ſhe comes, ſhe comes: 
Enter Marguerite puſhing Bellamore. 

Mare. Be gon, Villain, Devil, Fury, Monſter of a Man. 

New. But hear me but {1x words i private. 

Enter Poltrot, Celia, 

Pol. And I ſwear by this lafcivious bit of Beauty, I will cleave to 
my Gel:a for Better for Worſe, 1n Searge, Grogrum or Crape, though a 
Queen ſhou'd come in my way 1n Beaten Gold 

Nem.W hat then,Gentlemen,l perceive there have been Wars at home--- 

Pol. Not a Battle, my Lord, only a-Charge, a Charge ſounded or fo. 

Mem. What was it a Trumpet, or through a Hora Sir ? | 

Pol. A Horn Sir, a Horn Sir, no Sir, cwas not a Horn Sir—Oaly my 
Celia was a little diſdainful,but we are Friends agen Str,and what then Sir? 

Nem. Come, come, all Friends, were Towrnoz here I wou'd forgive 
her, a litre Scorn in a pretty Woman, ſo it be not too much affected, is a 
Charm to new Friendſhip; therefore let each Man take his Fair one by 
the hand, thus lay it to his Lips, and Swear a whole Life's Conftancy — 

St, 4. As1I will to my Mel, though I haule Cats at Sea, or cry Smali- 
coal; and for him that upbraids her, I'll have more Bobs, than Demeo- 
criti when he cry'd Poor-Jack. There's more Pride in Drogenes, or un- 
ger a Puritan's Cap, than in. a King's Crown. 

Nem. For my part, the Death of the Prince of Clewe, upon ſecond 
thoughts, has ſo truly wrought a change in me, as nothing elſe buta Mi- 
racle cou'd—For fir(t I ſee, and loath my Debaucheries—Next, while I 
am in Health, I am reſolv'd to give ſatisfaction to all-I have! wrong'd ; 
and firſt to this Lady, whom 1 will make my Wife before all this Com- 
pany eer we part—This, I hope, whenever I dye, will c6nvince the 
World of the Ingenuity of my Repentance, becauſe I had the power to 
gO ON, 


He well Repents that will not Sin, yet can, 
But Death-bed- Sorrow rarely ſhews the Man. wa 
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Hat is this Wit which Cowley cou'd not wiame# Y 
The rare Inducement to a perfeft Fame, 
The Art of Nature curious tn a Frame, 
Ts. it a Whig, a Trimmer, or a Tory, | tt F.--6 


Or an Old Fop forgotten m the $ tory ? 
Tis Honour veil d mm Honeſty s Diſguiſe, 


- 


Or Cefar lihe a Fencer in a Prize: 
Tis Pindar's Ramble, Nature in Miſrule,. 


A Politician atted by a Fool. 


Tis all Variety that Arts can give, 


The Danaid's filling of a Leakey Seve : 


The Valleys Sweets, and the diſtulling Spring, 


The brimming Bacchus that the Muſes bring, | ( 


To drink the Health of England's Glorious King, 


A Stateſman thoughtful for a Clown revit'd, 

A Peſtle and a Mortar for a Child, | 
Tis a true Principle, but bardly ſhown, | a 
An Artificial $ wh, a Virgins Groan, © 

When the firſt mght her Laver layes her on. 

'Tis life a Laſs that Gads to. gather May, 

'Tis like Comedy you have to day, 

A Bullin Gallant im a wanton Play. 
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